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Then  it/s  got  to  be  a  fight/’  hissed  the  evil-minded  Hulk,  and  drawing  his  sheath  knife,  he  sprang  to¬ 
wards  Spank.  Before  they  could  come  together,  however,  Doublequick  caught  up  the  bomb  gun  and 
throwing  it  to  his  shoulder,  cried  out:  “  Stop  !  1  will  shoot  the  man  who  strikes  the  first  blow!” 
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Doublequick,  the  King  irpooner: 

OR, 

THE  WONDER  OF  THE  WHALERS. 


BY  CAPTAIN  THOMAS  H.  WILSON. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

A  GOOD  STORY  INTERRUPTED. 

“  As  I  was  tellin’  you,  I  was  captain  of  a  Cliina  tea  clipper  in  '45, 
when  this  thing  happened,  and  if  you  want  proof  you  can  go  to  old 
Sam  Starboard.” 

The  scene  was  the  cabin  of  the  American  whaling  ship  Skipper’s 
Bride,  then  in  the  South  Pacific,  not  far  from  the  island  of  Tristan 
d’Acunha,  cruising  for  whales. 

The  speaker  was  the  mate  of  the  vessel,  Mr.  William  Binnacle, 
usually  called  old  Bill  Binnacle,  or  “  Old  Toplight,”  on  account  of  the 
redness  of  his  nasal  organ,  his  hair  also,  what  little  there  was  left  of 
it,  reminding  one  of  a  conflagration. 

His  hearers  were  two  boat-steerers,  or  harpooners,  the  ship-keeper, 
the  cook,  the  carpenter,  and  two  steerage  boys,  and  the  mate  was 
about  to  relate  to  them  one  of  his  most  thrilling  experiences,  being 
considered  as  remarkable  a  story-teller  as  the  veracious  Baron  Mun¬ 
chausen  himself,  and  just  about  as  reliable. 

On  deck  was  the  port  watch,  to  which  Bill  belonged,  but  he  never 
stood  his  day  watches  except  in  bad  weather,  and  was,  therefore  priv¬ 
ileged  to  remain  below  if  he  chose,  when  the  weather  was  fine. 

At  the  mainmast  head  stood  a  young  man  by  the  name  of  Fred 
Gilbert,  though  he  was  hardly  ever  called  by  it,  who  was  old  Bill’s 
boat-steerer,  the  mate  heading  the  larboard  boat. 

At  the  foremast-head  was  a  seaman  called  Jimmy  Hulk,  stroke  oar 
in  the  mate’s  boat,  a  good  oarsman,  but  a  morose  and  sulky  fellow, 
with  whom  no  one  could  get  along. 

The  captain  himself,  old  Billy  Merriweather,  was  at  the  mizzen,  and 
was  considered  to  possess  an  sharp  an  eye  for  whales  as  any  one  in 
the  fleet,  though  as  is  usual  in  men  who  praise  themselves  a  good 
deal,  as  he  did,  his  powers  vere  very  much  over-estimated. 

At  the  wheel  was  Spanker  Howard,  bow  oarsman  of  the  mate’s  boat, 
a  thorough  seaman  and  a  good  fellow,  though  irritable  attimes. 

About  the  deck  were  the  foremast  hands  of  the  port-watch  engaged 
in  various  light  duties,  while  the  third  mate,  who  acted  as  the  officer  of 
the  watch,  sat  talking  with  his  fcoat-steerer  upon  a  tool-chest  out  of 
the  sun,  lor  the  heat  was  intense  though  it  was  now  October. 

Having  introduced  our  principal  characters,  we  will  now  return  to 
the  cabin,  where  old  Bill  Binnacle  is  spinning  his  yarn. 

*•  As  I  told  you  when  I  began,”  he  said,  “  we  ran  across  one  o’  those 
Chinese  pirates  and  we  without  any  means  o’  fighting  him. 

“  He  hove  down  to  us,  ins  guns  a  bristlin’  and  all  his  pig-tailed 
sharks  grinnin’  and  sbowin’  their  white  teeth,  as  if  they’d  have  liked 
to  chew  us  up,  the  beggars. 

“  We  bad  a  young  woman  aboard  what  I  was  particular  about,  be¬ 


cause  her  pop,  the  owner  of  the  clipper,  told  me  to  take  good  care  of 
her  and  deliver  her  safe  into  port,  or  he’d  give  me  the  darnedest  thrash¬ 
ing  I  ever  had  in  my  life. 

“  Seein’  that  he  was  so  anxious  about  the  girl,  I  made  up  my 
mind  thac  those  cussed  yaller-headed  wretches  would  have  to  cut  me  up 
into  mince-meat  before  I’d  give  her  up.  So  I  yelled  out  to  the  gun- 


“  I  thought  you  said  you  were  unarmed,”  interrupted  the  cook. 

“  I  didn’t  say  we  had  no  gunner,  did  I?  Of  course  I  didn’t.  Don’t 
you  know  enough  not  to  interrupt  a  good  story  when  you  hear  it?” 

Having  thus  silenced  the  doubts  of  the  cook,  who  was  a  very  mat¬ 
ter-of-fact  person,  the  yarn-spinner  proceeded. 

“  As  I  was  savin’  before  that  son  of  a  sea-horse  interrupted  me,  I 
yelled  out  to  the  guuner  to  ram  the  cannons  full  of  lead  and  let 
’em - ” 

“  Where  the  deuce  did  you  get  the  lead?”  asked  the  carpenter. 
“  You  said  you  had  no  means  of  making  any  resistance.” 

“  You  mallet-headed  destroyer  of  good  wood,  who  the  mischief  told 
you  to  say  anything?  Hadn’t  any  lead,  eh?  Wasn’t  we  loaded  with 
tea,  and  don’t  lead  come  around  tea-chests?  If  you  spoil  a  good  story 
again,  I’ll  never  tell  you  another  as  long  as  I  live.” 

This  most  dire  threat  had  the  effect  of  utterly  silencing  the  obstrep¬ 
erous  carpenter,  and  the  tale  went  on. 

“  The  gunner  ripped  up  all  the  lead  he  could  And,  and  I  hammered 
it  into  hot  shot  with  my  bare  fists — yes.  sir,  with  these  fists— and  I 
pounded  so  hard  that  the  stuff  nearly  melted,  and  we  had  to  chuck 
the  balls  into  the  guns  right  away. 

“  When  ttie  guns  were  all  loaded,  and  we  had  twenty-five  of  ’eip,  I 
touched  ’em  all  off  myself  and  jumped  from  one  to  the  other  so  quick 
that  you’d  thought  it  was  only  one  shot. 

“  To  make  a  good  broadside  I  drew  all  the  guns  to  one  side,  put¬ 
tin’  ’em  on  my  shoulder  myself  and  carryin’  ’em  across,  and  once  I 
happened  to  touch  the  match  to  one  while  I  was  taking  it  across 
deck. 

“  It  went  off  with  a  horrible  racket  and  killed  two  dozen  of  the 
Chinamen,  but  beyond  making  me  stagger  a  bit,  did  me  no  harm. 

“  In  spite  of  the  desperate  resistance  made  by  my  men,  who  used 
their  muskets  and  cutlasses  with  terrible  effect,  I - ” 

“  Where  did  they  get  them?”  asked  the  ship-keeper. 

“  Where’d  they  get  what,  you  lubber?” 

“  The  guns  and  cutlasses?” 

“  Never  you  mind  where  they  got  ’em,  it’s  enough  for  you  to  know 
that  they  had  ’em.  If  you  think  you  can  tell  a  better  story  than  me, 
go  ahead  and  tell  it.” 
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“  Oh.  go  on,”  said  one  of  the  boat-steerers,  “  never  mind  him.” 

“In  spite  of  the  resistance,”  continued  the  irate  Binnacle,  “the 
Chinamen  swept  over  the  deck  and  seized  the  young  woman  in  their 
arms.  Then  my  majestic  spirit  arose,  and  in  my  fury  I  seized  the 
head  pirate  by  the  gullet,  and  as  I  was  about  to  sink  my  hatchet  in 
his  brain,  I  cried  out - ” 

“  There  she  blows!” 

“  You’re  a  liar,  I  didn’t;  I  said - ” 

“  Where  away?” 

“  You're  a  cussed  Hottentot;  I  said  nothing  of  the  sort;  I 
said - ” 

“  Three  points  off  the  lee  bow,  sir,  flve  miles  away.” 

“  Well,  I’ll  be  blessed,  if  they  haven’t  all  gone,”  said  the  old  fellow, 
looking  up.  “  There’s  another  good  story  gone  to  thunder,  and  just 
when  I’d  got  to  the  crisis.” 

He  now  realized  that  the  latest  interruptions  to  his  tale  had  not  come 
from  his  listeners,  but  from  the  westhead  and  deck,  and  that  this  was 
what  had  taken  the  men  away  so  suddenly. 

He  ran  up  on  deck  and  found  a  scene  of  great  confusion,  the  captain 
hurrying  down  the  rigging,  the  men  throwing  off  their  jackets  and 
shoes,  the  harpooners  looking  after  the  irons,  the  ship-keeper  calling 
his  crew  together,  the  third  mate  bawling  to  the  man  at  the  main, 
and  a  hundred  other  things  all  going  on  at  the  same  instant. 

“  Who  saw  ’em,  Mr.  Locke?”  asked  the  old  fellow. 

“  Young  Gilbert,  sir.” 

“  Doublequick,  eh?  Good  enough.  Hooray  fcr  the  port  watch. 
Captain  Billy's  sharp  eyes  were  in  his  pocket  this  time.” 

At  this  moment  the  captain  leaped  down  on  deek  from  the  mizzen 
shrouds. 

“  I  was  just  goin*  ter  holler,”  he  said,  “  when  young  Doublequick 
got  ahead  o’  me.” 

“  You're  right,  he  did,”  answered  Binnacle.  “  He’s  ahead  every 
time.  When  we  get  after  these  greasy  fellows  you’ll  see  what  the 
King  Harpooner  can  do.  If  he  don’t  give  ye  a  good  three  fathom 
dart  and  strike  deep  the  fust  time,  then  I’m  a  babby.” 

“  Get  ready  the  boats  there!”  sang  out  the  skipper.  “  Come  down 
from  aloft!’ 

As  the  young  harpooner,  whom  Binnacle  had  called  Doublequick 
on  account  of  his  rapidity  in  striking  whales  anti  his  general  quick¬ 
ness  in  everything  stepped  on  deck,  the  seamen  all  set  up  a  shout: 

“  Three  cheers  for  Doublequick,  the  King  Harpooner!” 

“  And  the  wonder  of  all  the  whalers,”  added  Binnacle.  “  Now,  then, 
lads,  get  the  boat  ready,  and  we’ll  show  these  greasers  that  we’re 
right  after  them  every  time.” 

Doublequick,  as  we  shall  call  him  for  the  most  part,  took  the  sheaths 
from  his  irons,  and  as  soon  as  the  line  tubs  were  put  into  the  boats, 
spliced  on  the  warp  of  the  first  harpoon  and  got  the  second  all  ready, 
looked  to  his  lances  and  sheath  knives,  and  had  all  this  completed 
long  before  any  one  else. 

“  Here,  you,  cook,  relieve  the  wheel,”  said  the  mate.  “  I  want  my 
oarsman.  Ab,  there  you  are,  Hulk;  have  you  got  the  boat  kegs 
in.” 

“  Yes,  and  grub,  too,  for  I  know  what  I’m  about,  and,”  he  added  in 
a  lower  tone,  so  that  none  but  Doublequick  and  Howard  heard  him, 
the  latter  having  just  come  to  the  wheel,  “  and  I’ve  got  my  coat  and 
shoes  stowed  away  under  the  seat,  too.  There’s  no  telling  when  we 
may  need  ’em.” 

“  All  ready,  Mr.  Binnacle?”  called  out  the  captain. 

“Ay,  ay,  sir!” 

“  1*11  beat  you  in  getting  down.” 

“  Done!  Say  when  you’re  ready.” 

“  Now.” 

“  Hoist  and  swing!”  called  out  both  men  simultaneously,  the  boats 
being  hauled  off  the  cranes,  and  the  latter  swung  in  and  fastened  to 
the  rail. 

“  Lower!”  yelled  the  mate,  and  away  went  the  boat,  the  men 
scrambling  in  as  it  descended,  and  being  all  in  their  places  when  it 
touched  water. 

“  Lower!”  cried  the  captain,  half  a  minute  later,  but  by  the  lime 
his  boat  was  in  the  water,  the  mate  had  got  up  his  mast,  spread  his 
sail  and  was  scudding  away  in  the  direction  or  the  unconscious  levia¬ 
thans  at  a  good  rate. 

“  Lay  back  on  your  oars,  my  bullies,”  said  Doublequick,  who  pulled 


an  oar  himself.  “  Give  a  good  stroke,  Jimmy,  and  I’ll  soon  show  you 
what  1  cau  do  with  a  harpoon.” 


CHAPTER  II. 


A  FRIGHTFUL  RIDE. 

Doublequick,  as  he  was  called,  was  the  son  of  a  whaler,  now  dead, 
and  had  been  literally  born  in  the  business,  and  had  risen  from  cabin- 
boy  to  his  present  position  of  harpooner. 

He  was  the  soie  support  of  his  widowed  mother  and  younger  brother, 
and  always  brought  her  home  a  good  supply  of  money  and  rare 
articles  from  the  strange  places  he  visited,  when  he  came  home,  which 
wa?  once  in  every  three  or  four  years,  though  sometimes  he  remained 
away  longer  than  that. 

He  was  about  twenty-three  years  old,  strong,  hearty  and  vigorous, 


possessed  of  an  iron  constitution,  had  no  vices,  was  handsome  and 
manly-looking,  and  a  most  agreeable  companion. 


He  lived  in  New  Bedford,  then  as  now  the  great  whaling  port  of 
the  Atlantic  coast,  and  had  bought  his  mother  u  neat  cottage,  for 
which  he  had  paid  about  three-quarters  of  the  price  asked,  and  ex¬ 
pected  to  bring  home  the  rest  upon  his  return. 

He  had  been  away  nearly  a  year,  and  would  probably  be  gone  two 
more,  his  earnings,  already  amounting  to  considerable  more  than 
what  was  due  on  the  house,  the  season’s  catch  having  been  a  good 
one. 

They  were  calculating  to  go  into  port  soon,  and  then  he  intended 
to  write  a  long  letter  home,  as  he  always  did  when  on  shore,  and  tell 
his  mother  of  his  good  luck,,  and  wish  her  all  sorts  of  happiness  until 
he  came  home. 

The  man  of  whom  he  had  bought  the  house  was  a  miserly  old  fellow 
named  Horner,  whom  he  did  not  like  and  did  not  fully  trust,  as  the 
man  had  been  known  to  do  many  sharp  things,  in  a  business  way, 
which  would  net  be  considered  strictly  honest,  although  he  had  al¬ 
ways  managed  to  keep  within  the  letter  of  the  law. 

Our  hero  knew  that  this  fellow  was  not  above  cheating  bis  mother 
out  of  her  house  if  he  could  do  so  safely,  and  he  had  therefore  made 
the  old  rascal  sign  an  agreement  which  bound  him  to  wait  until  his 
return  before  he  received  the  balance  due  on  the  property,  with  inter¬ 
est  added. 

Doublequick’s  younger  brother,  Louis,  was  a  lad  of  about  sixteen 
at  the  time  of  his  last  departure  from  home,  and  attended  school  in 
New  Bedford,  being  bright,  studious  and  remarkably  quick  in  every¬ 
thing. 

He  was  sometimes  called  Little  Doublequick,  after  his  older  brother, 
and  gave  promise  as  being  as  efficient  in  his  way  as  the  latter  was  in 
his,  though  he  had  no  particular  fancy  for  the  sea,  inheriting  bis 
mother’s  tastes  instead  of  his  father’s,  like  Fred. 

Having  stated  these  facts  for  the  benefit  of  our  readers,  we  will  leave 
the  widow  and  her  younger  son  for  the  present  and  return  to  our  hero, 
whom  we  left  in  the  boat  scudding  away  after  the  whales. 

Soon  after  they  had  their  sail  set  the  wind  sprang  up  afresh,  and 
carried  them  along  much  faster  than  the  ship  even. 

Mr.  Biunncle’s  boat  had  a  larger  sail  than  the  other  three,  and  in  a 
good  stiff  breeze  he  could  make  a  great  deal  better  time  than  any  of 
them. 

When  they  had  arrived  within  a  half  mile  of  where  the  whales  were 
still  spouting  and  playing,  all  unmindful  of  their  approach,  the  mate 
and  his  crew  were  fully  two  miles  ahead  of  the  other  boats. 

The  wind  was  so  strong  and  the  water  so  rough  that  Binnacle  or¬ 
dered  his  men  to  take  in  their  oars  and  trust  to  the  sail  alone. 

“  If  those  fellows  stay  where  they  are,”  said  he,  pointing  to  the 
school,  which  was  a  large  one,  “  I’ll  put  you  right  on  the  biggest  of 
’em,  Master  Doublequick,  without  taking  in  our  sail. 

“  AH  right,  sir,  and  I’ll  jump  cn  his  back  and  plant  the  mast  right 
in  the  middle  of  his  hump.” 

“  H’m,  I  have  seen  that  done  once;  in  fact,  I  did  it  myself,”  said  the 
veracious  mate,  “and  the  sail  just  drawed  immense  until  the  feller 
sounded  and  then  it  wasn’t  so  good.” 

“  How  did  you  manage  then,  sir?”  asked  Pete  Spencer,  the  'midship 
oarsman,  a  raw-boned  Nantucket  man,  who  had  been  in  the  whaling 
business  all  his  life,  and  he  was  now  thirty  odd. 

“  Wall,  it’s  a  long  story,  and  I  hate  to  begin  a  yarn  unless  I  am  sure 
o’  finishing  it,  for  I  do  hate  like  Sam  Hill,  to  have  a  yarn  chopped  off 
right  in  the  very  best  place  by  something  happening.” 
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“  It  ain’t  very  pleasant,”  answered  Pete,  filling  his  cheek  with  to¬ 
bacco  and  winking  at  Hulk. 

“  You  bet  it  isn’t.  Here,  you* Ned  Oakum,”  to  the  tub  oarsman, 
a  young  darky  of  about  twenty,  big  as  Hercules  and  black  as  night, 
“just  you  trim  ship  a  little;  sit  over  to  leeward  a  bit,  confound  you, 
and  don’t  get  your  foot  ou  that  line  or  Pll  skin  you  and  make  a  white 
nigger  out’n  you.” 

*•  No  fear,  marse,”  answered  the  negro,  showing  his  white  teeth. 
“  Tain’t  no  fun  to  git  yo’  foots  stuqk  in  dem  lines,  ’specially  w’en 
dey’s  runnin’  out.  Pull  ye  ovahbo’d  quicker’n  wink,  fo’  sho’.” 

“Then  you  must  mind  that  you  don’t.  By  the  Loid,  if  the  pesky 
animals  hasn’t  started  on  a  run,  and  a  goin’  to  leeward,  too,  fast  as 
they  can  cut.  Never  mind,  we’ll  haul  up  onto  ’em  yet,  see  if  we 
don’t.” 

Our  hero  glanced  over  his  shoulder  to  look  at  the  whales,  for  as  he 
faced  the  mate  while  rowing,  his  back  was  to  them,  and  he  saw  that 
the  man  had  indeed  spoken  the  truth  for  once. 

The  whales,  whether  from  a  whim  of  their  own  or  because  they  had 
become  frightened  at  something,  had  started  off  to  leeward,  and  were 
going  much  faster  than  the  boats. 

The  whole  school  had  taken  the  same  notion  at  once,  and  therefore 
there  was  nothing  to  do  but  to  follow  them  and  trust  to  luck  to  piok 
up  a  straggler. 

It  was  barely  possible  that  they  did  not  know  of  the  presence  of  the 
boats,  and  would  pause  after  awhile  and  give  the  latter  a  chance  to 
come  up  with  them,  so  Bill  let  out  his  sheet  a  little  and  braced  himself 
against  the  steering  oar,  determined  to  see  the  thing  out. 

“  Let  ’em  go,”  he  said.  “  If  I  hitch  onto  one  or.  ’em  before  dark 
comes  on  I  don't  care  a  copper,  for  I  never  let  go  till  he  dies,  even  if 
he  tows  us  all  night.”  • 

“  The  other  boats  are  trying  to  head  them  off,  sir,”  said  Double- 
quick,  presently.  “  The  school  has  veered  a  little.” 

“  That’s  all  right;  so  have  I.  Sit  up  a  little  closer  to  wind’ard,  my 
bucks;  this  ’ere  wind  keels  us  over  like  the  mischief.” 

For  fuliy  an  hour  the  chase  was  kept  up,  the  whales  still  going  at  a 
tremendous  rate,  the  boat  holding  her  own,  but  getting  no  Dearer  to 
the  monsters. 

It  was  better  than  having  to  pull  all  that  distance,  end  so  long  as 
they  finally  managed  to  get  an  iron  into  one  of  the  big  fellows,  and 
the  wind  did  not  fail  them  when  returning  with  their  prize,  the  men 
did  not  care  how  far  they  went. 

At  the  end  of  ac  hour  and  a  half  the  mate  reported  that  the  whales 
had  stopped  to  play,  some  souuding  and  coming  up  again  directly  to 
blow;  some  breaching,  that  is,  leaping  bodily  clear  out  of  the  water 
and  coming  down  again  with  a  tremendous  splash;  others  thrashing 
the  waves  into  foam  with  their  broad  flukes,  and  others  rolling 
from  side  to  side,  and  performing  all  sorts  of  antics  in  the  water, 
as  many  an  old  whaleman  has  seen  them  do  often. 

“  That’s  it,”  muttered  the  old  man.  “  Keep  it  up,  my  greasy  darl¬ 
ings;  just  hold  on  where  you  are  till  I  come  up,  and  I’ll  get  a  boy  o’ 
mine  to  stick  a  pin  into  one  o’  you,  and  then  we’ll  take  you  heme  and 
strip  off  your  warm  jacket.” 

The  school  was  now  making  much  slower  time  than  before,  and 
the  wind  having  increased  in  force,  the  little  boat  was  rapidly 
drawing  closer  to  them.  . 

As  they  came  nearer  and  nearer  the  wind  blew  so  hard  that  the  mate 
was  meditating  the  wisdom  of  taking  in  the  sail  and  trusting  to  the 
oars,  when  Doublequick  suddenly  sprang  to  his  feet,  seized  one  of  his 
harpoons  and  pressed  his  knee  firmly  against  the  chock. 

“Luff  a  little,  sir,”  he  said,  in  an  excited  whisper.  “  There’s  a# 
smashing  big  fellow  just  coming  up.  I  see  his  wake  right  under  us.” 

T>  be  sure,  in  a  moment  a  most  enormous  whale  came  to  the  sur¬ 
face  just  a  boat’s  length  or  so  ahead  of  them,  and  sent  up  a  stream  of 
vapor  from  the  spout-hole  in  his  head. 

“  There  blows.”  cried  the  mate,  excitedly.  “Let  him  have  it,  my 
boy,  right  abaft  o*  the  hump.” 

“  Luff  a  little  more,  sir;  I  don’t  want  to  feel  his  flukes.” 

“  Ay,  ay,  luff  it  is.” 

At  the  next  instant  Doublequick  was  alongside  and  drove  his 
keen  harpoon  deep  in  the  huge  creature’s  body,  putting  in  auother, 
already  spliced  on.  in  a  twinkling. 

The  whale  shot  through  the  water  like  a  flaBh,  the  line  running  out 
at  a  fearful  rate,  and  our  hero  nearly  being  thrown  into  the  bottom 
of  the  boat.  . 


Binnacle  took  two  turns  around  the  loggerhead  and  made  fast, 
letting  the  whale  tow  them  until  he  should  become  tired. 

It  was  a  fearful  ride  that  be  gave  them,  the  sail  being  torn  to  shreds, 
and  flapping  about  in  the  wind  with  a  sound  like  the  report  of  a  pistol, 
the  mast  snapping  short  off,  four  feet  from  the  top,  and  the  spray 
dashing  over  them  in  great  sheets,  so  fiercely  did  they  rush  through 
the  water. 

It  was  a  fearful  ride,  indeed,  but  was  nothing|to  the  perils  they  were 
still  to  encounter. 


CHAPTER  III. 

TOWED  BY  A  WHALE. 

With  not  the  least  abatement  of  speed  the  boat  fairly  flew  through 
the  water,  lowed  by  the  monstrous  whale,  who  seemed  bent  on  seeing 
how  fast  he  could  go. 

The  sail  was  blown  away,  and  but  a  stump  of  the  mast  remained, 
the  bitt  was  deeply  creased  by  the  action  of  the  line,  and  had  to  be 
kept  constantly  wet  lest  it  should  catch  on  fire  from  the  friction. 

All  hands  crowded  aft  to  avoid  the  spray,  which  constantly  dashed 
over  the  gunwale,  and  Hulk  was  put  into  bad  humor  by  being  obliged 
to  share  bis  thwart  with  someone  else,  and  by  not  getting  a  chance 
to  light  his  pipe,  being  an  inveterate  smoker. 

Old  Bill  Binnacle  took  an  extra  turn  aroand  the  loggerhead,  and 
smiled  grimly  as  he  noticed  that  the  boats  were  entirely  out  of  sight, 
and  that  the  ship  could  just  be  seen  from  the  water,  saying: 

“  We’ve  got  a  solid  hold,  boys,  and  we  ain’t  goin’  to  let  go  till  we 
tire  this  feller  out,  if  it  takes  all  night.” 

Hulk  growled  out  something  about  losing  the  ship  and  not  finding 
her  again,  but  nobody  paid  any  attention  to  him,  and  he  continued 
his  rnuttering8  unheeded. 

As  long  as  the  whale  continued  going  straight  ahead,  there  was 
nothing  to  do  but  let  him  tow  them,  and  wait  until  he  got  tired. 

If  he  should  chance  to  go  down  to  any  moderate  depth,  they  could 
give  him  line,  and  take  it  in  again  when  he  arose;  but,  at  the  rate  be 
was  now  going,  they  did  not  dare  to  give  him  line,  for  fear  it  would 
run  out  so  fast  that  they  would  not  be  able  to  get  a  turn  with  it  around 
the  bitt. 

All  they  could  do,  therefore,  was  to  wait  patiently  for  their  captive 
to  take  the  initiative,  and  then  act  accordingly;  and,  therefore,  they 
sat  down  and  kept  their  eyes  fixed  upon  the  large  animal,  ready  to 
report  any  change  in  his  movements. 

“  Do  you  think  you  could  fire  a  bomb  into  bim,  sir?”  asked  Double- 
quick  of  the  mate,  after  a  long  silence. 

“  I  don’t  know  but  I  might.  Guess  I’ll  try,  anyhow,  though  he’s  a 
pretty  good  distance  off.” 

The  old  fellow  loaded  the  heavy  brass  gun  made  for  shooting  bombs, 
and,  putting  it  to  his  shoulder,  fired  into  the  air,  the  bomb  describing 
a  sharp  curve  and  striking  the  huge  creature  in  the  back. 

It  exploded,  but  did  not  cause  any  mortal  wound,  seeming  merely 
to  enrage  the  whale,  for  he  started  off  at  an  increased  rate  of  speed, 
stretching  the  line  so  that  Binnacle  had  to  let  out  three  or  four  fathoms 
more  of  it. 

Mr.  Binnacle  fired  a  second  bomb,  but  it  did  not  cause  the  monster 
any  particular  damage,  though  it  struck  him,  merely  making  him 
increase  his  speed  still  more. 

“  You’re  goin’  quite  fast  enough,”  remarked  the  mate,  “  and  I 
guess  I  won’t  start  ye  up  any  more.  Just  let  us  know  when  ye  git 
tired,  that’s  all.” 

At  such  a  rate  of  speed  it  was  impossible  for  them  to  haul  up  on 
the  leviathan  and  put  an  end  to  his  life  with  the  lance,  ami,  as  the 
other  boats  were  not  liable  to  overtake  them,  they  could  only  wait  and 
kill  the  animal  themselves  when  an  opportunity  should  offer. 

If  the  captain  or  the  second  or  third  mates  had  been  anywhere  near 
they  could  have  come  up  and  assisted  Mr.  Binnacle,  but  unless  the 
whale  should  turn  in  his  tracks  and  go  toward  them  there  was  no 
chance  of  their  coming  anywhere  near  him. 

Binnacle  had  thrown  out  a  drag  to  impede  his  progress,  but  even 
with  that  the  speed  was  most  terrific,  and  exceeded  anything  that  the 
men  had  ever  seen,  and  Binnacle  was  an  old  hand  at  the  business. 

“  I  remember  gettin’  fast  to  a  finback  by  mistake  once,”  he 
remarked,  as  they  went  dancing  over  the  foaming  waters,  “  and  if  he 
didn’t  lead  us  a  chase  then  I’ll  stop  talkin’.  It  wasn’t  anythin*  like 
this,  though,  I’m  willin’  to  admit.” 

“  Did  you  tire  him  out?”  asked  Spank  Howard,  with  a  grin. 
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“  Tire  him  out?  I  should  say  so;  but  the  worst  of  it  was  that  he’d 
taken  us  so  far  that  we  couldn’t  get  back  to  the  ship  in  a  week,  and 
then  they’d  put  us  down  as  deserters.  If  old  Sam  Starboard  was 
here  he’d  prove  it,  for  he  was  with  pie  at  the  time  and  pulled  stroke.” 

“  How  far  did  you  go?”  asked  Spencer. 

“  Well,  I’ll  tell  you  where  we  was  and  where  we  stopped,  and  you 
can  calculate  it  yourself.  We  lowered  on  the  17th  of  June  ofl  the 
Marquesas  Islands,  and  on  the  19th  we  was  in  the  Chiua  Sea.” 

“  Good  traveling,  that,”  laughed  Doublequick. 

“  Yes;  but  that  isn’t  all.  We  went  so  fast  that  you  couldn’t  see  the 
clouds;  and  once  we  struck  a  squall  and  was  out  of  it  in  ten  seconds, 
though  a  vessel  we  saw  in  it  had  a  good  hour  of  it. 

“  Why,  sir,  we  went  through  the  water  so  fast  that  it  got  hot,  and 
we  cooked  eggs  by  just  holding  ’em  over  the  side  in  a  boat  keg  for  a 
minute;  cooked  ’em  hard,  too,  regularly  solid,  and  I  like  mine  rare." 

“  Whar  in  time  did  yo’  git  de  eggs,  Marse  Binnacle?”  asked  Ned 
Oakum,  who  was  somewhat  inclined  to  doubt  the  last  statement  of 
the  veracious  mate. 

“  Where  d’ye  suppose,  ye  grinning  cannibal?  We  had  ’em  with  us. 
When  we  got  into  the  China  Sea  the  whale  dropped  dead,  but  be 
wasn’t  any  good,  ’cause  the  blubber  had  all  melted  from  his  going  so 
fast.  I  didn’t  care  so  much  about  that,  though,  because  1  got  to  be 
captain  of  a  Chiua  tea  clipper  that  had  lost  her  master  the  day 
before.” 

“  I  knew  that  China  clipper  would  turn  up  soon,”  whispered  Spank 
to  Doublequick.  “  We’ll  have  the  owner’s  daughter  in  a  minute.” 

“  Yes,  sir,  I  was  made  captain,”  said  Binnacle,  glaring  at  Spank, 
“and  the  owner’s  daughter  was  aboard,  and  I  was  told  to  be  deuced 
particular  about  her,  for  if  any  harm  came  to  her  I’d  be  broke. 

“The  very  first  day  out  we  were  attacked  by  a  school  of  devil  fishes, 
who  reached  their  long  arms  up  out  o’  water  and  took  in  every  rag  o’ 
canvas,  so’s  we  couldn’t  stir  a  peg.” 

“  It  wasn’t  the  pirate  this  time,”  muttered  Spank.  “I  wonder  if 
the  old  man  will  have  time  to  get  to  him?” 

“  One  on  ’em  just  reached  up  his  long  arms,”  the  mate  went  on, 
glaring  once  more  at  Spank,  “  and  caught  the  poor  young  thing 
around  the  waist.  He  would  have  had  her  overboard  the  next  min¬ 
ute,  when  I  seized  a  gun  and - ” 

“  Let  out  line!”  yelled  Doublequick  at  the  top  of  his  lungs,  “  he’s 
going  to  sound!” 

Jimmy  Hulk,  Spank  Howard  and  Ned  Oakum  jumped  to  the  bitt 
and  loosened  the  line,  letting  it  run  out  rapidly  while  the  old  mate 
heaved  a  deep  sigh  and  murmured: 

“  Another  good  story  gone  to  thunder,  an’ just  when  I  was  getting 
to  the  crisis!” 

As  our  hero  had  said  the  whale  was  about  to  sound,  and  in  another 
moment  they  saw  his  huge  flukes  disappear  beneath  the  waves. 

The  line  ran  out  to  an  immense  length,  using  up  all  in  one  tub  and 
drawing  heavily  upon  that  in  the  second. 

It  ceased  running  out  after  awhile,  and  then  the  men  took  in  the 
slack  and  waited  for  the  whale  to  rise  again. 

It  was  now  close  on  to  sunset,  and  the  men  in  the  boat  felt  anxious 
and  hoped  that  they  might  succeed  in  killing  their  prize  before  they 
were  lost  sight  of  by  those  on  board  the  ship. 

They  drew  in  the  line  as  rapidly  as  they  could,  the  whale  towing 
them  the  while,  still  under  water,  until  some  thirty  /  minutes  after  he 
had  gone,  when  Spank  suddenly  called  out: 

“  There  blows!” 

The  great  creature  had  come  to  the  surface  to  blow,  and  the  men 
quickly  took  their  oars  and  rowed  up  to  him,  our  hero  standing  in 
the  bow  with  his  lance  raised,  and  the  mate  coiling  up  the  line  in  the 
stern. 

After  several  minutes  they  got  near  enough  for  the  young  harpooner 
to  drive  his  lance  deep  into  the  whale’s  side,  a  stream  of  blood  spurt¬ 
ing  out  aa  the  keen  blade  entered  the  flesh  beneath  the  blubber. 

Though  sorely  wounded,  the  monster  lashed  his  tail  furiously  and 
plunged  ahead,  carrying  the  lance  still  sticking  in  his  side. 

The  boat  continued  to  be  towed  behind;  and  now  the  sun  sank  be¬ 
neath  the  horizon,  and  the  shades  of  night  came  on,  rendering  the 
position  of  the  daring  whalers  more  desolate. 

Hulk  got  out  the  boat’s  lantern  and,  lighting  it,  fastened  it  to  the 
stump  of  the  mast,  the  sky  being  now  overclouded,  and  the  light, 
slight  as  it  was,  a  grateful  change. 

In  the  course  of  an  hour  more  Doublequick  got  near  enough  to  strike 


the  whale  once  and  cause  him  to  spout  blood,  though  he  instantly 
started  off  again,  and  thrashed  his  flukes  so  violently  that  it  was  not 
wise  to  approach  him  again  for  a  long  time. 

Old  Binnacle  would  not  cut  loose  and  return  to  the  ship,  for  he 
declared  that  the  whale  would  soon  die,  and  that  then  they  could  wait 
for  the  vessel,  which  would  be  certain  to  see  their  lanterns. 

The  whale  was  such  a  big  one  that  none  of  the  men  wanted  to  let 
him  go,  and  they  all  hoped  that  the  struggle  would  soon  be  over,  and 
that  when  their  prize  had  been  brought  alongside,  tried  out  and  stowed 
away,  they  could  afford  to  laugh  at  their  present  troubles. 

The  night  came  on  black  and  tempestuous,  and  before  long  they 
lost  sight  of  the  ship’s  lights  which  they  had  seen  when  it  first  grew 
dark,  and  still  the  whale  refused  to  die,  though  the  mate  and  har¬ 
pooner  had  both  given  him  half  a  dozen  mortal  wounds. 

After  receiving  the  last  he  suddenly  seemed  to  go  in  a  flurry,  and 
the  line  began  to  run  out  rapidly. 

Despite  his  usual  caution,  the  black  man  got  his  foot  entangled  ia 
the  line,  and  in  an  instant  he  was  hauled  overboard  and  under  the 
water,  being  drowned  before  the  eyes  of  his  horror-stricken  compan¬ 
ions,  to  whom  his  death  seemed  an  omen  of  their  own  fate. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

ALONE  ON  THE  OCEAN— A  TERRIBLE  ALTERNATIVE. 

Doublequick  seized  a  hatchet,  and  was  about  to  sever  the  line, 
when  Hulk  turned  aside  his  hand,  saying: 

“  It’s  too  late  to  save  him  now,  and  we  don’t  waut  to  lose  the 
whale.” 

Doublequick  gave  the  moody  oarsman  a  disdainful  look,  and  turned 
to  cut  the  rope,  when  the  mate  took  two  or  three  turns  round  the 
bitt,  and«aid: 

“  It’s  no  use,  my  boy,  he’s  dead;  and  besides  that,  he’s  floated 
away,  ’cause  I  let  out  the  line  on  purpose.” 

“  How  long  are  you  going  to  keep  this  thing  up?  We  shall  be 
lost!” 


“  He’s  going  into  his  flurry  now.” 

“  He  is  not.  He  has  merely  taken  a  fresh  start,  and  is  running  at 
a  good  five-knot  pace.” 

“  He  can’t  do  that  long.  Sit  down,  my  lad,  and  wait.” 

“  We  can’t  see  the  ship’s  light  any  more,”  said  Pete  Spencer. 
“  Have  you  got  anything  to  eat,  Spank?” 

“  No;  but  I've  got  some  ’bacco  and  an  extra  pipe.” 

“  Pass  ’em  over,  and  I’ll  take  a  smoke,  then;  that’s  better’n 
•  nothin’.” 

The  jolly  seamen — for  Spank  had  struck  a  light  also — were  soon 
smoking,  sending  the  wreaths  of  smoke  curling  upward,  while  the 
mate  and  Doublequick  sat  quietly  by  until  the  whale  should  give  them 
a  chance  to  do  something. 

Hulk  drew  himself  together  upon  the  thwart  and  partook  of  the 
cold  meat  and  hardtack  he  had  brought  with  him,  though  he  did 
not  offer  his  comrades  as  much  as  a  crumb. 

No  one  disturbed  him  in  his  gloomy  mood,  and  he  munched  away 
until  he  had  nothing  left  to  munch,  washing  his  solitary  meal  down 
with  a  copious  draught  of  water  from  one  of  the  boat  kegs. 

It  was  well  he  should  eat  all  he  could,  for  it  would  be  a  long  day 
before  lie  ate  again,  though  he  knew  it  not,  and  had  merely  fol¬ 
lowed  his  own  selfish  inclinations. 

After  awhile  the  whale  paused,  and  the  harpooner,  drawing  up, 
plunged  the  keen  lance  again  and  again  into  his  vitals,  the  water 
being  stained  with  oil  and  blood,  and  the  monster  lashing  the  waves 
to  foam  in  his  death  struggles. 

With  one  mighty  effort  he  rolled  over  and  over  in  the  water, 
snapping  the  line,  and  nearly  capsizing  the  boat  at  the  same  time. 

The  lantern  fell  from  its  place  and  went  into  the  sea,  the 
boat  was  nearly  half  full  of  water,  and  the  men  were  obliged  to 
spring  to  their  oars  and  pull  for  dear  life. 

They  got  beyond  the  influence  of  the  swell  caused  by  the  whale’s 
movements,  but  by  the  time  they  had  baled  the  water  out  of  the 
boat,  they  were  unable  to  see  where  the  carcass  was  or  to  feel 
whether  it  had  sunk  or  not. 

The  clouds,  which  had  been  growing  blacker  and  blacker  since 
dark,  now  began  to  discharge  themselves  and  the  rain  fell  in  torrents, 
chilling  the  unfortunate  fellows  to  the  bone  and  rendering  them  in¬ 
capable  of  action. 

Those  that  had  extra  garments  stowed  away  under  the  seats,  put 
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them  on,  Spunk  taking  the  coat  of  poor  Ned  Oakum,  whom  they  would 
never  see  again. 

Hulk,  though  he  had  more  thau  he  needed,  kept  all  his  clothes  to 
himself  aud  never  ottered  to  share  with  any  one,  although  Pete  was 
shivering  with  cold,  having  left  his  heavy  jacket  aboard  the  ship. 

Doublequick  gave  him  his  owu,  as  he  had  on  warmer  underclothing 
than  the  sailor,  but  this  action  made  no  impression  on  Hulk,  who 
hugged  himself  as  if  to  keep  warm,  aud  kept  all  his  extra  coats  to 
himself. 

No  one  had  any  idea  how  late  it  was,  nor  in  what  direction  they 
were  going,  for  Binnacle  had  lost  his  steering-oar,  and  the  boat’s 
rudder  was  not  strong  enough  to  be  put  on  with  such  a  sea  running. 

The  rain  continued  to  come  down  with  more  or  less  velocity  for  an 
hour  or  so,  and  then  stopped,  though  the  sky  was  still  overcast  and 
the  whole  horizon  shut  out  from  sight. 

Once  or  twice  they  took  up  their  oars  and  tried  to  row  in  what  they 
supposed  was  the  direction  of  the  ship,  but  their  benumbed  hands 
would  not  stay  upon  the  oars,  and  nothing  like  a  steady  stroke  could 
be  kept  up,  Hulk,  the  stroke  oar,  refusing  to  exert  himself  in  the 
least. 

The-  mate  seemed  thoroughly  depressed,  and  left  everything  to  his 
boat-steerer,  but  Doublequick  could  not  tell  what  to  do  any  better 
than  the  rest,  and  he  frankly  acknowledged  that  fact. 

“  We  must  wait  until  morning,”  he  said,  “and  then  take  our  bear¬ 
ings.  If  the  ship  is  in  sight,  well  and  good;  if  not,  we  will  have  to 
determine  her  probable  position,  and  then  pull  in  that  direction.” 

There  was  a  silence  for  a  long  time,  and  then  Pete  Spencer  said: 

“  How  are  you  goin’  to  find  out  where  we  are  in  the  mornin’!  Ye 
hain’t  got  no  instruments.” 

**  We’ve  got  a  boat  compass  and  the  sun,  and  know  about  what 
direction  we  were  going  when  we  set  out.” 

“  Suppose  the  sun  don’t  come  out?”  growled  Hulk,  speaking  for  the 
first  time  in  hours. 

“  Then  we  can  fall  back  on  our  boat  compass.” 

“  Suppose  it  don’t  work?  Those  compasses  don’t  amount  to  any¬ 
thing.  They  ain’t  looked  at  once  a  year,  and  they  often  get  out  o’ 
order.  They  ain't  like  a  ship’s  compass  what  you  see  every  day,  and  ; 
knowjost  when  it  runs  the  least  wrong.” 

Having  uttered  this  speech,  a  long  one  for  him,  Hulk  retired  within 
himself  once  more,  while  Doublequick  did  not  consider  it  worth 
answering. 

They  managed  to  snatcli  a  bit  of  sleep  during  the  night,  how 
much  they  could  not  tell,  and  at  last  the  morning  came,  bringing 
no  relief. 

A  heavy  fog  hung  all  over  the  ocean,  rendering  all  things  invisible 
at  a  distance  of  two  boat’s  lengths,  so  that  the  ship  might  be  near 
them  and  neither  they  nor  those  on  board  be  aware  of  it. 

The  light  was  not  much  better  than  that  of  twilight,  but  after  awhile 
our  hero  took  the  boat  compass  from  its  place  aft,  and  looked  at  it. 

A3  is  generally  the  case  with  the  compasses  taken  in  the  boats,  it 
bad  not  been  disturbed  for  many  months,  and  the  dust  had  settled 
thick  upon  the  glass,  while  some  had  worked  under  it. 

The  needle  would  not  work  readily,  and  Doublequick  proposed  to 
raise  the  glass  and  put  the  things  to  rights,  the  mate  acquiescing. 

When  our  hero  had  succeeded  in  getting  at  the  needle,  and  clearing 
away  the  dirt  which  clogged  it,  so  that  there  was  some  chance  of  its 
recording  their  position.  Hulk  suddenly  struck  the  box  from  his  hand 
into  the  sea,  exclaiming: 

“  That  ain’t  no  good!  It  lies,  and  I  ain’t  goin’  to  trust  it!” 

Donbiequick  made  a  grab  for  the  box  as  it  struck  the  water,  hoping 
even  then  to  save  it,  but  it  sank  before  his  eyes  ere  he  could  reach  it. 

At  the  same  moment  Spank  Howard  sprang  at  Hulk  and  pulled 
him  off'  the  thwart,  thereby  causing  the  man  to  let  go  of  his  oar,  which 
went  floating  away  and  was  soon  lost  to  sight. 

“  If  we  wasn’t  all  in  the  same  box  I’d  chuck  ye  overboard,”  said 
the  mate  to  Hulk.  “  Ye’d  ought  to  be  ashamed.  The  Lord  help  you 
if  we  get  on  ship  again,  for  I  swear  I  won’t.” 

They  floated  on  all  that  day  and  all  night,  and  when  the  morning 
came  it  was  still  foggy  and  dreary  all  over  the  ocean. 

They  had  water,  and  just  a  trifle  of  food,  the  latter  being  divided 
equally  among  the  five,  though  Hulk  deserved  none. 

They  ail  had  tobacco,  and  some  had  pipes,  so  when  the  food  ga7e 
out,  as  it  did  that  night,  they  were  obliged  to  fall  back  upon  the  stim¬ 
ulus  of  smoke. 


For  four  days  they  never  saw  the  sun,  though  the  fog  lifted  consid¬ 
erably  upon  the  third  day  and  showed  them  a  dreary  expanse  of  ocean, 
with  uot  a  sail  in  sight. 

On  the  fifth  day  they  saw  the  ice  floating  in  the  water  around 
them,  and  far  off  could  see  what  looked  like  huge  bergs  and  limit¬ 
less  fields  of  the  same. 

On  the  sixth  day  the  sun  shone  out  warm  and  bright,  but  it 
afforded  them  little  consolation,  as  they  found  themselves  drifting 
to  the  south,  and  utterly  powerless  to  help  themselves. 

The  water,  which  had  been  most  carefully  husbanded,  gave  out 
ou  the  morning  of  the  sixth  day,  and  utter  despair  filled  their  souls. 

The  ice  was  thick  about  them,  the  air  was  cold  and  piercing,  and 
they  were  without  food,  water,  or  proper  clothing,  aDd  no  prospects 
of  better  things  ahead. 

Truly  their  situation  was  most  deplorable,  and  to  make  it  more  so, 
a  devil  entered  the  soul  of  Hulk  and  prompted  him  to  make  a  propo¬ 
sition,  which  at  one  time  all  hands  would  have  regarded  with  hor¬ 
ror,  but  which  now  they  were  disposed  to  look  upon  as  feasible. 

This  was  nothing  less  than  one  should  die  that  the  others  might 
live,  and  that  they  should  draw  lots  to  see  who  should  be  sacrificed. 

“  I  protest  against  this,”  exclaimed  Doublequick.  “  It  is  inhuman, 
it  is  devilish,  and  no  good  can  come  to  us  from  it.  I  will  have  noth¬ 
ing  to  do  with  such  a  plan.” 

“  Will  you  draw  lots  with  the  rest  of  us?"  asked  Hulk. 

“  No!  I  will  do  nothing,  and  you  shall  do  nothing  towards  carrying 
out  your  hellish  proposal.” 

“  You  don’t  command  the  boat;  ask  the  mate.” 

The  mate  was  delirious,  however,  and  understood  nothing  that  was 
said  to  him,  so  Hulk  turned  to  the  others. 

“  Shall  we  draw  lots?”  lie  asked. 

“  No,”  answered  Spank.  “  You  wouldn’t  agree  to  it  if  you  drew 
the  short  slip,  and  you  ain’t  goin’  to  come  any  dodges  on  us.” 

“  Then  it’s  got  to  be  alight,”  hissed  the  evil-minded  Hulk,  and 
drawing  his  sheath  knife,  he  sprang  towards  Spank. 

The  latter  drew  his  own  knife  and  stood  up  to  defend  himself,  scowL 
ing  defiance  at  Hulk. 

Before  they  could  come  together,  however,  Doublequick  caught  up 
the  bomb  gun  and  throwing  it  to  his  shoulder,  cried  out,  iu  thrilling 
tones: 

“  Stop!  I  will  shoot  the  man  who  strikes  the  first  blow!” 


CHAPTER  V. 

THE  BROTHER  OF  DOUBLEQUICK  AND  WHAT  HE  DID  TO  JACK  HORNER. 

It  was  a  clear,  frosty  day  in  December,  and  the  quaint  old  city  of 
New  Bedford  lay  bathed  in  sunlight,  a  crisp  breeze  from  the  river 
having  chased  the  clouds  and  made  the  air  just  cold  enough  to  be 
enjoyable. 

A  handsome  young  fellow  of  about  seventeen,  warmly  dressed, 
gloved,  and  wearing  a  becoming  slouched  hat,  stood  talking  with  a 
young  lady  upon  the  end  of  one  of  the  piers  close  to  where  one  or  two 
winders  were  being  fitted  out  for  voyages  to  the  Pacific. 

One  of  these  vessels,  the  T.  B.  Warner,  named  after  the  principal 
owner,  was  nearly  in  readiness  to  start,  and  it  was  the  daughter  of 
this  gentleman  with  whom  the  young  man  was  conversing. 

Ttiis  was  Louis  Gilbert,  the  brother  of  Doublequick,  and  a  particular 
favorite  of  Miss  Lena’s,  though  the  wealthy  ship  owner  looked  with 
considerable  disfavor  upon  bis  attentions. 

Not  that  he  objected  to  the  young  man’s  character  in  any  way,  for 
Louis  was  highly  spoken  of  by  all  whose  good  opinion  he  cared  for, 
but  he  did  not  fancy  that  any  young  man  should  be  attentive  to  his 
daughter  unless" he  possessed  a  large  bank  account. 

He  had  not  exactly  forbidden  Louis  to  speak  to  Lena,  for  he  did  not 
want  to  awaken  the  boy’s  suspicions,  and  perhaps  cause  him  to  be  all 
the  more  attentive  on  account  of  the  restraint  put  upon  him. 

There  was  really  no  reason  why  Mr.  Warner  should  object  to  looking 
upon  Louis  as  his  future  son-in-law,  the  young  man  being  honest, 
active,  industrious,  of  good  habits  and  the  very  soul  of  honor,  and 
likely  to  prove  a  first  class  man  of  business,  but,  the  rich  father  was 
blinded  by  gold  dust,  and  would  rather  see  his  child  wed  an  unworthy 
rich  person  than  a  worthy  one  without  that,  the  love  of  which  is  the 
root  of  all  evil. 

Many  of  his  friends  liked  Louis,  and  advised  him  to  favor  the  young 
man’s  suit,  give  him  a  good  start  in  business,  and  when  he  arrived  at 
age,  allow  him  to  take  the  young  lady  for>  wife,  provided  they  were 
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still  of  the  same  mind  in  regard  to  marrying,  but  the  rich  man  always 
,rrew  angry  when  this  was  urged,  and  the  advisers  desisted,  fearing  to 

hurt  Louis’  cause  by  their  very  urging. 

While  the  two  were  talking  together  pleasantly,  their  having  met 
being  more  by  accident  than  design,  they  did  not  observe  a  skulking 
figure,  that  of  a  young  man  of  Louis’  age,  hovering  near  them  and 
watching  them  with  an  evil  eye. 

Suddenly  Louis  saw  an  old  acquaintance  of  his,  working  at  some 
little  distance,  with  whom  he  was  very  anxious  to  speak,  and  excusing 
himself,  he  fan  off,  Lena  promising  to  wait  until  his  return. 

When  he  had  departed,  the  boy  who  had  been  watching  the  pair 
sauntered  up  and  said  impudently: 

“  I’ll  tell  your  father,  see  if  I  don’t.” 

“  About  what,  Mr.  Jack  Horner?” 

“  Meeting  that  young  chap  on  the  wharves.  I  know  all  about  it — 
he,  he,  he!” 

As  he  giggled  at  his  own  supposedly  funny  remark,  he  danced  up 
and  down  upon  the  wharf  and  made  faces  at  the  i  ouug  lady,  repeating 
the  sentence  two  or  three  times. 

Jack  Horner  was  an  outcast  among  the  boys  of  his  own  age,  none 
of  them  liking  him  on  accouut  of  his  mean,  sneaking,  contemptible 
ways,  and  he  had  been  promised  more  than  one  thrashing  if  he  did 
not  mend. 

He  was  thievish  and  deceitful,  cowardly  and  treacherous,  and  would 
tell  lies  of  any  magnitude  for  the  sake  of  hurting  any  one  he  had  a 
spite  against,  so  that  the  manly,  straightforward  boys  of  the  town  all 
hated  nnd  despised  him. 

He  could  not  associate  with  any  but  boys  of  the  lowest  character, 
no  decent  boy  having  anything  to  do  with  him,  though  he  had  the 
assurance  to  boldly  address  them  as  his  friends  while  walking  with 
their  parents,  thus  giving  the  latter  the  impression  that  their  sons 
consorted  with  boys  of  his  class. 

For  these  and  other  mean  tricks  which  be  delighted  in,  he  was  de¬ 
tested  by  the  boys,  and  had  been  threatened  with  punishment  more 
than  once,  though  he  generally  managed  to  dodge  out  of  the  way,  or, 
when  cornered,  would  become  so  abject  and  cringing  that  no  boy  of 
any  spirit  would  strike  him. 

He  had  annoyed  Louis  more  than  a  little  by  shouting  after  him  in 
the  public  streets  when  in  company  with  Lena,  so  at  last  Louis  had 
resolved  to  put  a  stop  to  the  nuisance  the  very  next  time  he  met  Jack 
by  giving  him  a  most  deserved  thrashing. 

“I’ll  tell  your  father,”  Jack  said  again  to  the  young  girl.  “He 
don’t  know  you  meet  Louis  Gilbert  on  the  sly.  He’ll  give  you  a  pretty 
scoldlug,  see  if  he  don’t.”  • 

“  You  will  please  be  so  good  as  to  attend  to  your  own  affairs,  Jack 
Horner,”  said  Lena,  with  spirit,  “and  not  meddle  with  things  that 
don’t  concern  you  in  the  least.” 

“  Oho!  don’t  they  concern  me,  though?  Your  dad  said  he  wouldn’t 
have  it,  and  I’m  going  to  tell  him  all  about  it.  He,  he,  he!  he’ll  fix 
you!” 

“  If  you  dare  say  anything  to  him  about  me,  good  or  bad,  I’ll  tell 
all  the  boys,  and  they’ll  give  you  the  worst  pounding  you  ever  had 
in  your  life.” 

“  They  can’t  lick  me  for  all  that.  I  can  get  away  with  any  six  of 
’em.  Tell  you  what  I’ll  do.  Give  me  a  kiss,  and  I  won’t  say  nothing 
about  your  courtin’  on  the  sly.” 

“  You  won’t  say  anything  as  it  iB.” 

“  Oh,  yes,  I  will — ho,  ho!  I  can  make  the  old  man  open  his  eyes.” 

“  Get  out  of  my  way,  Jack  Horner.  Let  me  pass.  I  shan’t  listen 
to  you  another  minute.” 

“  You  can’t  help  yourself.”  he  retorted,  obstructing  her  way  and 
grinning  maliciously.  “  Will  you  give  me  a  kiss?” 

“  No;  get  out,  you  horrid  thing!” 

“  Then  I’ll  tell  your  dad.” 

“  Go  away,  I  say,  or  I  will  call  for  help.” 

“  There  ain’t  no  one  around,  and  they  wouldn’t  help  you  if  there 
was.  Give  me  a  kiss.” 

“  I  will  not.” 

“  Then  I’ll  make  you.” 

He  seized  the  girl  by  the  waist  and  was  about  to  pollute  her  lovely 
lips  will)  his  kisses,  when  he  was  grabbed  by  the  collar  and  palled 
rudely  away. 

Then  the  toe  of  a  stout  walking  boot  was  applied  most  vigorously 


to  the  seat  of  his  trousers,  and  a  gloved  hand  came  against  the  side  o; 
his  head  with  a  force  that  nearly  staggered  him. 

Louis  Gilbert  had  come  up  and  interfered  most  summarily  with 
Jack  Horner’s  little  arrangements,  that  individual  having  no  idea  that 
the  boy  was  anywhere  around. 

“  Just  let  me  catch  you  insulting  this  young  lady  again,  Jack  Horner, 
and  I’ll  give  you  something  to  remember  me  by.  I  promised  to  give 
you  a  licking  some  time  ago,  and  now  you’re  going  to  gel  it.” 

Jack  did  get  it  indeed,  for  Louis  shook  him  as  a  dog  would  shake  a 
rat,  aud  boxed  his  ears  till  they  rang  again,  at  the  same  time  not  spar, 
ing  his  kicks,  but  warming  the  young  scamp’s  breeches  well  for  him. 

Then  he  released  the  contemptible  fellow,  giving  him  a  parting  kick, 
and  Jack,  darting  off,  seized  a  stone  with  which  to  hit  Louis. 

The  boy  bounded  forward  aud  Jack  retreated,  but  in  his  hurry  he 
did  not  look  to  see  where  he  was  going,  and  in  a  minute  he  had  fallen 
off'  the  end  of  the  dock  into  the  cold  water  of  the  river. 

He  went  down  out  of  sight  at  once,  presently  coming  up  puffing 
and  blowing,  but  as  Louis  knew  that  be  could  swim,  he  did  not  bother 
himself  about  the  young  rascal,  but  walked  toward  the  vessel  owned 
by  Mr.  Warner,  Lena  desiring  to  see  the  latest  additions  to  it. 

As  they  walked  up  the  gang  plank  they  saw  the  owner  standing  on 
deck  in  a  position  that  commanded  the  entire  scene  of  the  late  en- 
counter. 

“  What  made  you  push  that  boy  into  the  water?”  demanded  the 
man  in  a  severe  tone.  “  That  was  not  a  gentlemanly  thing  to  do.” 

“  I  did  not,  sir.  He  tumbled  in  while  ruuning  away.  He  was  go¬ 
ing  to  throw  a  stone  at  me.  I  had  already  thrashed  him  for  his  im¬ 
pudence.” 

“  I  saw  you  abusing  him,  and  I  think  it  is  a  great  shame.  He  is 
smaller  than  you  are,  and  not  as  strong.” 

Louis  flushed,  and  though  he  felt  indignant  at  the  unjust  charge  of 
the  man,  answered  respectfully: 

“  I  was  only  giving  him  the  punishment  he  deserved  for  his  insult¬ 
ing  language  to  this  young  lady,  sir.  If  you  call  that  abusing  him,  I 
shall  do  it  every  time  he  repeats  the  insult,  provided  he  has  not  already 
received  a  lesson  that  he  will  profit  by.” 

Then  he  touched  his  hat  and  walked  away,  catching  sight  of  the 
dripping  form  of  Jack  Horner  just  goiug  up  School  street,  though  of 
course  he  did  not  hear  the  threats  that  the  latter  uttered  against 
him. 

If  he  had,  he  would  have  been  put  on  bis  guard  and  been  saved  a 
deal  of  trouble. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

YOUNG  DOUBLEQUICK  AND  THE  HORNERS. 

Jack  Horner  lived  at  some  distance  from  the  piers,  but  his  father 
kept  an  outfitter’s  store  on  the  street  not  far  from  where  he  was  at 
present,  and  thither  he  went  to  dry  himself. 

Old  Horner  was  a  mouey-lender,  ship  owner,  outfitter  and  general 
scamp,  and  was  known  to  all  the  sailors  by  the  pet  appellation  of 
“Shark  Horner,”  there  being  land  sharks  as  well  as  water  sharks. 

Horner  was  an  active  member  of  the  “Society  for  the  Enlighten- 
rr.ent  of  Benighted  Seamen,”  and  held  a  pew  in  one  of  the  richest 
churches,  but  for  all  that,  he  never  scrupled  at  charging  three  times 
the  value  of  an  article,  and  putting  items  upon  sailors’  bills  which 
they  had  never  had. 

He  talked  about  the  “  beauties  of  our  Gear  religion  ”  one  moment, 
and  cheated  some  poor  green  hand  most  egregiously  the  next;  spoke 
of  the  necessity  or  improving  the  morals  of  seamen,  and  then  set  them 
a  bad  example — strictly  on  the  sly,  however — by  sticking  ten  or  fifteen 
dollais  upon  their  bills  for  articles  they  bad  never  bought,  or  which 
they  bad  already  paid  for. 

Ho  was  shrewd  enough,  with  all  his  hypocrisy  and  rascality,  to  in¬ 
trench  himself  behind  quibbles  and  technicalities,  and  was  caught  in 
his  nefarious  schemes  about  as  often  as  you  can  catch  a  weasel  asleep. 

being  as  wary  ns  well  as  rapacious  as  the  shark  from  which  he  derived 
his  nickname. 

No  Jew  ever  cheated  a  Christian  so  religiously  and  zealously  ns 
cheated  every  one  of  his  customers,  the  sharp  ones,  of  course,  know¬ 
ing  him  too  well  to  be  easily  caught,  and  yet  caught  they  would  b®  iu 
spite  of  themselves. 

lie  was  very  round-shouldered,  and  thrust  his  head  forward  i®  * 
prying  sort  of  a  way  which  was  most  disagreeable,  his  nose  heiOf 
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sliarp  and  inquisitive-looking,  his  eyes  small  anti  deep-set,  and  his 
mouth  constantly  half-opened  by  a  sneaking  kind  of  smile. 

In  regard  to  the  rounduess  of  his  shoulders,  which  almost  amounted 
to  a  deformity,  some  wag  had  said  that  the  devil  was  piling  his  sins 
on  his  hack,  and  that  before  long  the  load  would  reach  to  the  top  of 
his  head  and  bring  him  down. 

From  this  it  became  customary  for  sailors  to  say,  after  returning 
from  a  long  voyage: 

“  Aha,  there  goes  that  old  shark,  Horner.  His  hump  will  be  atop 
of  his  head  before  many  years,  and  the  devil  will  have  him  sure.” 

It  was  this  man  who  had  sold  the  house  to  Fred  Gilbert,  and  the 
young  man,  knowing  his  reputation  as  a  hypocrite,  shark,  shrewd 
dealer  and  consummate  rogue,  had  taken  good  care  to  pin  him  down 
to  black  and  white,  so  that  there  might  be  no  chance  of  the  wretched 
scamp  getting  the  best  of  him  at  la9t. 

Jack  went  to  his  father’s  store,  and  ns  ill-luck  would  have  it,  the  old 
reprobate  was  present,  getting  an  outiit  ready  for  a  poor  Portuguese 
who  had  no  idea  of  the  real  value  of  things. 

The  man  was  being  harried  uwny  as  quickly  as  possible,  as  the  ves¬ 
sel  he  was  billeted  on  was  to  start  in  the  morning,  and  he  must  go 
aboard  that  night. 

“  Here  is  a  bill  on  the  owners,”  old  Horner  was  saying;  “just  sign 
it  now  for  the  sake  of  convenience,  and  I’ll  give  you  the  amount  in  a 
moment.  I  haven’t  figured  it  up  yet.” 

The  unsuspecting  “Gee”  signed  his  name,  Manuel  Joaquin  Scott — 
some  of  these  fellows  take  almost  any  name  that  may  be  saddled  upon 
them — and  then,  before  he  had  time  to  think  of  the  amount  to  be  filled 
in,  he  was  hurried  away  to  the  whaling  vessel,  from  which  he  would 
not  again  take  his  leave  until  they  had  reached  Talcahuana,  or  some 
other  Pacific  port. 

This  gave  Mr.  Horner  a  chance  to  fill  in  as  large  an  amount  as  his 
conscience  chose  to  suggest,  and  he  was  sure  to  get  his  money,  the 
owners  being  obliged  to  honor  Mr.  Manuel  Joaquin  Scott’s  signature, 
but  when  tbe  latter  returned  in  three  or  four  years,  after  having  been 
obliged  to  go  to  the  “  slop  chest  ”  on  board  for  fresh  supplies,  owing 
to  the  flimsy  nature  of  Horner’s  goods,  he  would  probably  find  his  bill 
greatly  in  excess  of  his  profits  from  the  voyage. 

Then  he  would  curse  the  Christian  virtues  of  “that  old  shark  Horn¬ 
er,’’  and  swear  to  get  even,  but  the  wily  Horner  would  refuse  to  ship 
him  a  3econd  time,  and  he  would  have  to  get  fitted  out  by  some  other 
Christian  gentleman  in  that  line  of  business,  and  then  run  away  at  the 
first  port  in  order  to  get  back  on  somebody,  no  matter  whom. 

This  is  done  every  day  in  New  Bedford,  and  it  is  no  wonder  that  the 
knowing  ones  bless  the  “sharks”  whenever  their  names  are  men¬ 
tioned;  but  we  will  drop  this  matter  for  the  present  and  return  to 
Jack  Horner  and  his  benevolent  progenitor. 

“  What  got  ye  so  wet?”  demanded  Horner,  Sr.,  of  his  son,  having 
hustled  off  the  poor  Portuguese. 

“  That  young  Gilbert  pushed  me  off  the  dock,  and  I  wasn’t  doin’ 
nothin’.” 

It  will  be  seen  that  the  elder  Horner  had  instilled  the  same  Chris¬ 
tian  virtues  lie  possessed  himself  into  the  mind  of  his  son  at  an  early 
age,  so  that  now  he  could  lie  like  a  horse  thief  and  never  wink. 

“  He  did,  did  he?”  growled  the  old  man.  “  He’s  too  spunky,  that 
lad  is.  ne  wants  to  be  taken  down.  Aha,  there  he  is  now,  passing 
the  store.  I’ll  let  him  know  that  he  can’t  abuse  my  son  with  im¬ 
punity.” 

The  old  rascal  ran  out,  and  rushing  in  front  of  Louis,  who  was  on 
hi3  way  home,  said: 

“  What  d’ye  mean  by  pushing  my  son  into  the  river?” 

“  I  did  not  push  him  in,  and  If  he  says  so  he  lies;  and  if  he  does 
again  what  he  did  this  afternoon  I  will  push  him  in  and  make  no 
bones  about  it.” 

“  You’re  an  impudent  puppy!” 

“  And  you’re  a  rascally  old  skinflint  and  hypocrite,  and  the  quicker 
you  leave  the  town  the  better  it  will  be  for  it.  You’d  rob  the  dead, 
and  your  soul  is  small  enough  to  fall  through  a  crack  in  the  floor.  I 
gave  Jack  one  licking  this  afternoon,  and  I’ve  got  another  all  ready 
for  him  the  next  time  I  catch  him,  and  you  can  tell  him  so  for  me.” 

The  boy's  blood  was  up,  as  he  was  still  suffering  fr  >m  the  shock 
occasioned  by  Mr.  Warner’s  unjust  words,  and  lie  did  not  care  what 
be  said,  but  it  would  have  been  better  had  he  not  expressed  himself  so 
plainly  to  the  old  rascal. 

Horner  was  beside  himself,  for  he  knew  that  Louis  had  but  voiced 


the  opinion  of  the  whole  town,  and  it  made  him  furious  to  think  that 
a  mere  boy  should  be  shrewd  enough  to  guess  his  real  character  so 
well,  and  hit  him  off'  in  such  telling  language. 

The  old  rascal  looked  around  to  see  if  any  one  had  heard  the  lan¬ 
guage  used  by  the  young  man,  but  there  were  no  witnesses,  and 
therefore  he  did  not  have  any  chance  of  getting  damages  in  a  libel 
suit. 

This  put  him  in  a  rage,  and  he  fairly  danced  wiLh  fury,  the  thought 
that  he  was  defied  and  unable  to  retaliate  fairly  maddening  him. 

He  did  not  swear,  for  he  was  not  manly  enough  for  that,  but  had  he 
been  able  to  get  his  hands  upon  Louis,  there  is  little  doubt  that  he 
would  have  torn  him  to  pieces. 

“  You’ll  pay  for  this,  you  puppy!”  he  screamed,  dancing  around  like 
a  man  stung  by  hornets.  “You’ll  pay  for  this,  and  dearly,  too!  I  am 
not  to  be  insulted  by  every  brat  that  walks  the  street!” 

“  Don’t  trouble  yourself,”  answered  Louis;  “  and  you  can  tell  Jack 
that  if  I  catch  him  at  any  more  of  his  nonsense  I’ll  give  him  another 
thrashing.” 

Then  he  walked  away,  and  Horner  returned  to  the  store  and  gave 
Jack  a  regular  blowing  up,  not  for  lying,  but  forgetting  whipped. 

“  I’ll  fix  the  young  ruffian,”  remarked  the  man.  “  I  know  how  to 
do  it.  He’ll  be  sorry  that  ho  abused  me  when  he  and  his  mother  are 
turned  out  of  house  and  home.” 

In  the  eveniug  Horner  and  his  son  were  closeted  together  for  a  long 
time,  and  when  they  parted  there  was  a  smile  of  deep  satisfaction  as 
well  as  malignant  hate  upon  both  their  faces. 

Louis  went  home  to  his  mother  and  told  her  what  had  happened, 
there  being  a  perfect  confidence  between  them,  and  though  the  good 
woman  could  not  help  but  smile  at  her  son’s  graphic  description  of 
the  aflair,  she  was  troubled  more  than  she  dared  say,  and  heartily 
wished  that  it  had  not  Happened. 

That  night  Louis  was  suddenly  awakened  by  a  strange  feeling  that 
there  was  a  thief  in  the  house,  and  springing  out  of  bed,  he  drew  on 
his  trousers  and  ran  into  the  hall. 

He  heard  a  noise  below,  and  then  the  door  was  slammed  violently, 
and  running  quickly  down-stairs  and  into  the  dining-room,  he  saw  a 
dark  figure  leaping  from  the  window. 

He  had  no  weapon,  and  there  was  no  light,  so  that  he  could  neither 
detain  nor  recognize  the  culprit,  but  quickly  unbolting  the  door,  he 
rushed  out  and  gave  chase. 

The  person,  whether  man  or  boy  be  was  unable  to  tell,  had  by  that- 
time  gained  considerable  headway,  and  presently  dodged  np  a  narrow 
lane,  from  which  others  led  off  in  various  directions. 

Louis  knew  that  there  was  no  chance  of  catching  the  thief,  and  so 
he  returned  to  the  house,  and  lighting  a  candle,  saw  that  hi3  mother’s 
private  desk  had  been  broken  into  and  several  important  papers 
stolen,  among  them  the  agreement  signed  by  old  Horner. 


CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  CASTAWAYS  AND  THEIR  FORTUNES. 

“  I  will  shoot  the  first  man  that  strikes!’’ 

This  was  what  Doublequick  had  said  to  the  two  angry  seamen  in 
the  boat,  who,  with  drawn  knives,  were  about  to  fall  upon  each 
other. 

The  words  rang  sharp  and  clear,  and  there  was  no  mistaking  their 
meaning. 

Both  paused  and  glanced  at  him,  their  knives  still  uplifted  in  their 
tightly  clenched  hands. 

There  was  no  disputing  that  he  meant  what  he  had  said,  and  that, 
he  would  carry  out  his  threat  if  they  persisted  in  fighting. 

“  As  I  live,  I  will  shoot,  unless  you  sit  down  this  moment,”  the  de¬ 
termined  young  man  said  slowly. 

The  two  men  looked  at  him,  and  then  Hnlk  returned  his  knife  to 
its  sheath  and  sat  down  again,  a  sulky,  morose  look  upon  his  face. 

Spank  put  away  his  knife  and  sat  down  well  forward,  saying: 

“  You’re  right,  Doublequick.  It’ll  never  do  for  us  to  go  back  on 
each  other.  We  ought  to  stand  by  the  crew,  and  not  make  our  state 
worse  than  it  is.” 

At  that  moment  Binnacle  aroused  himself  and  asked  for  a  swallow 
of  water,  and  on  being  told  there  was  none,  covered  his  head  with  his 
hands  and  sank  back  again  into  an  uneasy  slumber. 

“The  Lord  help  us!”  moaned  our  hero.  “  We  are  out  of  the  track 
of  vessels  and  drifting  down  upon  the  unknown,  uninhabited  shores  of 
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the  most  desolate  region  in  the  world — the  Antarctic  continent.  There 
will  he  land,  indeed,  but  what  a  land!” 

The  ice  had  grown  thicker  about  them,  and  not  far  ahead  they  could 
see  glistening  fields  of  it,  with  here  and  there  a  high  peak  which  re¬ 
flected  the  rays  of  the  sun  in  the  most  dazzling  manner. 

They  could  not  but  hope  to  get  upon  laud  of  some  sort,  for  even  a 
barren  waste  were  better  than  this  tossing  upon  the  waves,  but  they 
knew  well  enough  that  the  chances  of  their  finding  anything  whereon 
to  sustain  file  were  exceedingly  limited. 

Spencer  had  said  but  little  for  some  time,  seeming  to  be  engaged  in 
whittling,  a  favorite  pastime  of  his,  but  about  an  hour  or  so  after  the 
suppression  of  the  quarrel,  he  happened  to  look  more  closely  at  the 
man  and  saw  that  he  was  not  idly  whittling,  as  he  had  supposed. 

He  was  carving  something  upon  the  handle  of  his  oar,  cutting  deep 
and  carefully,  cleaning  away  all  useless  splinters,  and  taking  as  much 
pains  as  though  he  were  making  a  pattern  for  a  delicate  piece  of  ma¬ 
chinery. 

He  looked  over  Spencer’s  shoulder  and  saw  these  words  carved 
upon  the  wood : 

“  Boat  of  Skipper’s  Bride  lost.  South  Pacific.  Five  men  yet  alive. 
Fred  Gilbert,  Jim  Hulk,  Spanker  Howard,  Bill  Bin - ” 

He  was  thus  making  a  record  of  their  loss  to  be  confided  to  the 
waves,  and  perchauce  to  be  picked  up  by  some  vessel. 

Here,  then,  was  the  proper  kind  of  a  man  to  have,  one  who,  in¬ 
stead  of  thirsting  for  human  blood,  devoted  his  last  energies  to  a  for¬ 
lorn  hope. 

Even  though  it  failed  of  its  object,  his  work  deserved  the  greatest 
credit,  and  Doublequick  smiled  sadly  when  he  realized  what  was  be¬ 
ing  done,  having  no  hope,  and  yet  thinking  better  of  the  man  for  his 
forethought. 

“  Let  me  do  some  of  it,  Spencer,”  he  said,  “  your  arm  must  be 
tired,  and  it  is  necessary  that  the  work  be  well  doue  and  quickly, 
too.” 

Spencer  gladly  relinquished  the  work,  knowing  that  Doublequick 
would  do  it  fully  as  well  as  he  could  himself,  and  our  hero  soon  had  the 
name  of  the  mate  finished,  aud  had  added  those  of  Spencer  living, 
and  Ned  Oakum  dead. 

He  then  added  these  words,  carving  them  with  great  neatness  and 
in  a  manner  to  prevent  the  letters  being  broken  off',  for  the  whole  was 
raised  instead  of  being  sunk: 

“  Drifting  tow’d  Ant.  Cont.  Long.  40  W.  fr’m  G’wicb.  Heaven  help 
os  and  send  relief.” 

“  That  will  give  them  an  idea  of  where  we  are,”  he  remarked,  when 
he  had  finished  these  words,  which  took  him  a  couple  of  hours,  “  in 
case  any  one  comes  to  our  relief.” 

“  How  are  we  going  to  distinguish  this  oar,  so  that  it  will  be 
noticed?  No  ship  will  take  the  trouble  to  lower  a  boat  for  an  oar,” 
suggested  Spank. 

Two  or  three  plans  were  mentioned,  Hulk  remaining  glum  and  taci¬ 
turn,  and  Binnacle  being  still  asleep  and  utterly  oblivious  to  all  around 
him. 

“  I’ve  got  a  red  shirt,”  said  Spencer.  “  I’ll  tear  up  the  sleeves  into 
long  strips  and  tie  them  around  the  shaft  of  the  oar.  That  will  at¬ 
tract  attention.” 

This  plan  was  put  into  execution,  and  nearly  one-half  of  the  upper 
part  of  the  oar  was  tightly  bound  around  with  red  flannel,  which  made 
it  look  most  conspicuous. 

The  ends  were  securely  fastened  to  prevent  their  unwinding,  and  by 
this  time  night  had  fallen,  though  the  moon  shone  with  great  brill¬ 
iancy. 

They  were  all  suffering  greatly  from  hunger  and  thirst,  and  were 
fast  lapsing  into  the  same  state  as  th^  poor  mate,  who  was  utterly 
oblivious,  and  might  have  been  dead  for  all  the  signs  of  life  that  he 
made. 

The  ice  often  drifted  close  to  them,  and  Doublequick  suggested  that 
they  chip  off  bits  with  their  knives  and  try  to  assuage  their  thirst  by 
that  means. 

Although  ice  will  form  in  salt  water,  it  does  not  follow  that  it  in 
turn  should  be  salt,  any  more  than  that  water  drawn  from  the  ocean 
by  evaporation  should  fall  again  in  salt  rain,  for  in  freezing  as  well  as 
in  evaporation  a  purifying  process  goes  on. 

Ice  floating  in  salt  water  will,  of  course,  be  somewhat  impregnated 
with  salt,  and  therefore  the  particles  which  the  poor  seamen  dissolved 


in  their  mouths  were  not  wholly  fresh,  though  the  water  produced  by 
their  melting  afforded  a  welcome  relief. 

A  considerable  quantity  of  the  cleanest  ice  was  broken  up  and  put 
into  a  boat  bucket,  when,  as  fast  as  it  melted,  the  water  was  strained 
through  flannel  and  poured  into  two  boat  kegs,  which  were  filled  to 
the  top  and  carefully  plugged,  each  holding  about  three  gallons. 

They  could  exist  without  food  much  longer  than  without  water,  and 
this  was  happily  supplied,  the  next  thing  being  to  obtain  food  if  pos¬ 
sible  and  then  shelter.  , 

The  night  wore  away  in  time,  the  periods  of  light  and  darkness 
being  about  equal  in  this  latitude,  though  should  they  succeed  in 
getting  as  far  south  as  people  had  been  north,  they  would  find  the 
same  six  mouths  day  and  six  months  night  as  in  the  regions  of  the 
Artie  circle. 

“  How  do  we  know,  if  we  cast  this  oar  into  the  sea  here,  that  it  will 
not  drift  in  the  same  direction  we  ourselves  are  going?”  asked 
Spencer. 

“  We  don’t  know  it  yet,”  answered  Doublequick,  “  and  I  think  we 
had  better  not  cast  it  away  until  we  reach  the  land.  Suppose  we  pull 
awhile.  We  shall  soon  reach  the  field  ice,  aud  then  we  shall  have  to 
land.” 

“  A  good  idea,  for  I  am  awfully  cold,”  observed  Spank.  “  With  all 
our  extra  clothing  we  have  not  enough  to  keep  us  warm.” 

The  three  comrades  were  the  only  ones  who  could  or  would  pull, 
Hulk  showing  the  same  morose  and  silent  spirit  that  he  had  done  all 
along,  and  the  mate,  though  awake,  being  utterly  powerless  to  do  any¬ 
thing. 

Doublequick,  Spank  and  Spencer  were  the  only  ones  to  row,  there¬ 
fore,  and  though  they  were  weak  from  loss  ofrfood  they  did  their  best, 
and  made  considerable  progress. 

To  be  brief,  they  reached  the  limit  of  the  ocean,  as  far  ns  safety 
was  concerned,  at  about  noon,  and  getting  out.  drew  the  boat  upon  the 
ice,  Hulk  and  Binnacle  offering  no  assistance  whatever. 

Hulk  looked  fiercely  at  Spank,  ana  then  started  out  alone  across  the 
ice  in  the  direction  of  a  mass  of  icebergs  or  suow-covereJ  rocks,  they 
could  not  determine  which,  while  Binnacle  threw  himself  upon  the 
ice  aud  said  nothing. 

Suddenly  Doublequick  uttered  a  loud  cry,  and  seizing  the  gun, 
dashed  off'  towards  a  spot  where  there  seemed  to  be  a  hole  in  the  ice 
and  some  dark  spot  or  substance  resting  near  it. 

“  Don’t  shoot!”  cried  Spank,  quickly,  “don’t  shoot!  Hit  him  on  the 
head!” 

What  Doublequick  had  seen  was  a  seal,  and  Spank,  who  had  been  a 
sealman  for  many  years,  knew  that  it  was  better  to  kill  the  animals 
quietly  than  to  alarm  them  with  a  loud  noise. 

He  suspected  that  there  were  more  than  one,  and  as  the  fur  of  these 
peaceable  animals  would  be  invaluable  for  clothing,  he  knew  the  de¬ 
sirability  of  killing  as  many  as  possible  without  alarming  the  others, 
in  which  case  they  would  leave  upon  the  instant,  never  t@  return. 

Doublequick  obeyed  the  injunction,  and  he  presently  returned,  drag¬ 
ging  across  the  ice  the  body  of  a  fine  fat  seal,  which  was  as  much  as 
he  could  manage. 

“  Here  is  food  and  clothing  both,”  he  said;  “and  though  cast  upon 
a  barren  and  inhospitable  shore,  the  God  of  Heaven  is  still  mindful  of 
our  needs.” 

“  We  shall  probably  find  more  of  these,”  said  Spank;  “  suppose  we 
eat  this  one  now,  and  then  set  about  finding  a  place  for  a  hut,  for  now 
that  we  are  here  we  must  live  under  shelter.  The  winter  is  almost 
here,  and  we  shall  be  frozen  up  solid  in  a  month.” 

The  seal  was  quickly  skinned  and  cut  up,  the  flesh  being  eaten  raw, 
as  they  had  no  fire  at  present  with  which  to  cook  it. 

Then  they  started  out,  after  having  aroused  Binnacle,  and  made  him 
eat  and  drink,  and  sit  in  the  boat  instead  of  on  the  bare  ice. 

His  spirits  revived  somewhat,  although  he  was  still  too  much  cast 
down  to  be  bis  old  jolly  self,  and  his  face  was  as  long  alid  sober  as 
any  deacon’s. 

The  three  comrades  left  him  and  traveled  several  miles,  having  the 
good  fortune  not  only  to  find  and  kill  several  seals,  but  to  discover 
land  in  the  distance,  beyond  the  field  of  ice,  ak'd  they  returned  to 
their  former  officer,  joyous  in  spirits,  refreshed  by  food,  aud  hopeful 
for  the  future. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  CASTAWAYS  DISCOVER  A  CAVE. 

The  first  night  was  spent  upon  the  ice  uuder  the  shelter  of  the 
boat,  which  was  turned  bottom  up,  and  further  protected  by  the  seal 
skins  which  they  had  secured  in  the  afternoon. 

Hulk  was  not  with  them,  however,  nothing  having  been  seen  of  him 
since  the  time  of  lauding  upon  the  ice,  though  it  was  likely  that  he 
had  fouud  some  shelter,  for  otherwise  he  mast  have  perished. 

When  morning  dawned  the  four  friends  started  out  toward  the  land, 
dragging  the  boat  after  them,  the  smoothness  of  the  ice  making  the 
task  a  comparatively  easy  one,  particularly  as  they  had  line  enough 
to  enable  them  all  to  bear  a  hand  in  drawiug  it. 

They  left  the  ice  at  the  end  of  three  or  four  hours,  and  were  rejoiced 
to  fiud  land  once  more,  though  it  was  barren  and  deserted. 

Doublequick  and  his  companions  went  to  the  top  of  a  high  clifl, 
overlooking  the  water  at  a  point  where  the  ice  did  not  extend  close  in 
to  shore,  and  prepared  to  hurl  the  oar,  with  its  all-important  mes¬ 
sage,  into  the  water. 

“  It  is  our  only  hope,’*  said  Doublequick,  “for  there  is  no  hope  of 
our  getting  out  of  here  before  the  ice  could  close  in  upon  us,  and  there 
is  a  hope  that  we  can  stand  the  wiuter.” 

“  And  then?”  asked  Spencer. 

“  Some  vessel  may  come  and  take  us  away.  Now,  then,  let  us  send 
our  messenger  upon  its  journey,  and  may  all  our  prayers  go  with  it.” 

He  raised  the  oar  high  in  the  air  and  sent  it  flying  towards  the 
water,  which  it  struck  sharp  and  clear,  disappearing  instantly  and 
coming  up  a  few  minutes  later,  a  long  distance  away. 

“Now  to  look  oat  for  a  house,”  said  Doublequick;  and  as  they 
turned  to  descend,  Spank  caught  his  foot  in  a  crack  in  the  rock  and 
fell. 

He  quickly  picked  himself  up,  however,  and  then  it  was  seen  that 
hi3  accident  had  been  a  lucky  one,  as  he  had  thereby  discovered  a 
cave,  the  existence  of  which  might  otherwise  have  never  been  revealed 
to  them. 

The  Assure  into  which  he  had  thrust  his  foot  extended  to  a  consider¬ 
able  depth,  aod  by  putting  his  ear  down  after  dropping  a  stone 
through  he  could  hear  its  fall  at  some  distance. 

Having  discovered  that  there  was  a  cave,  the  next  thing  to  do  was 
to  find  a  way  into  it  other  than  by  the  top,  for  upon  scraping  away 
what  little  soil  and  moss  there  was,  the  aperture  had  been  widened 
sufficiently  to  admit  a  man’s  body. 

Doublequick  at  once  decided  to  go  in  at  the  top  and  search  the 
place  for  an  outlet;  and  the  line  was  brought  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill 
and  made  fast  around  our  hero’s  body,  his  friends  preparing  to  lower 
him. 

He  must  have  a  light,  and  as  the  boat’s  lantern  had  been  lost,  he 
must  look  to  other  sources  for  it.  Presently,  crying  aloud  gleefully: 

“  I  have  it!  You’ve  got  the  fat  of  the  seals  killed  yesterday.  Cut 
off  a  length  of  rope,  say  a  fathom,  and  unlay  one  end  for  about  six 
inches  or  a  foot  and  soak  it  thoroughly  in  the  fat — tie  on  some  of  the 
blubber  as  well,  and  then  light  it.” 

“  Light!  Where  are  you  going  to  get  a  light?”  asked  Spank. 

“  You  smoke?” 

“  Yes.” 

“  Then  let  us  have  a  match.” 

Spank  felt  in  his  pockets,  but  succeeded  in  finding  only  two  matches, 
and  they  were  so  water-soaked  that  they  couldn’t  be  lit. 

Spencer  had  better  luck,  however,  being  always  careful  to  carry  his 
matches  in  a  waterproof  case,  and  he  produced  a  dozen  in  good  con¬ 
dition. 

After  making  a  couple  of  good  torches,  as  Doublequick  had  sug¬ 
gested,  Spank  gathered  a  quantity  of  dry  moss  which  he  found  on  the 
rocks,  and  lighting  one  match  very  carefully,  soon  had  the  pile  in  a 
blaze. 

T  .en  Doublequick  lit  his  torch  and  was  lowered  into  the  cave, 
through  a  sort  of  flue  or  chimney,  twelve  or  fifteen  feet  long,  thence 
out  into  the  cave  proper. 

He  found  it  to  be  high,  though  not  large,  the  floor  flat  and  smooth, 
the  width  being  aboot  fifteen  feet,  and  the  length  more  than  three 
times  that,  though  there  was  not  more  than  twenty  of  this  that  would 
be  available,  the  walls  being  too  near  together  and  too  low  anywhere 
e.»e. 

Tr.e  place  was  dry,  and  conld  easily  be  warmed  and  supplied  with 
eeal-skin  couches,  bo  the  Dext  thing  to  do  wao  to  find  an  outlet. 


By  means  of  his  torch,  Doublequick  was  soon  able  to  do  this,  the 
entrance  being  small  and  choked  up  with  stunted  bushes  and  other 
rubbish. 

The  line  was  long  enough  to  allow  him  to  walk  about,  but,  after 
having  marked  the  place  so  that  he  would  know  it,  lie  gave  the  signal 
to  be  drawn  up  once  more. 

Upon  descending  they  found  the  cave  eutrance,  though  not  without 
some  difficulty,  and  at  once  procseded  to  make  the  place  tit  for  human 
habitation. 

The  entrance,  upon  being  cleared  away,  was  found  to  be  about  eight 
feet  high  and  half  as  wide,  being  as  nearly  the  shape  of  a  regular 
doorway  as  though  it  bad  been  hewn  for  that  purpose. 

There  was  a  passageway  about  five  feet  wide  leading  from  this  open¬ 
ing,  a  distance  of  ten  feet,  where  the  cave  widened,  and  it  was  in  this 
central  space  that  the  castaways  proposed  to  live. 

In  the  course  of  three  or  four  days  they  had  procured  skins  enough 
to  provide  them  all  with  warm  suits  of  clothes,  which  tbey  at  once 
proceeded  to  make  up. 

Speneer,  who  was  one  of  those  universal  geniuses  one  sometimes 
sees  aboard  ship,  and  always  carries  everything  with  him,  had  a 
sail  needle  stuck  through  the  lapel  of  his  jacket,  but  the  trouble 
was  to  get  thread. 

This  difficulty  was  overcome  bj  Spank,  who  cleaned  and  dressed 
the  entrails  of  the  seals  and  got  cut  unnumbered  fathoms  of  strong 
“gut,”  to  use  a  technical  expression,  and  with  this  and  the  solitary 
needle  the  clothes  were  put  together,  each  taking  his  turn  at  tail¬ 
oring. 

Binnacle  manufactured  a  palm  to  protect  the  hand,  as  the  opera¬ 
tion  of  drawing  the  stout  steel  needle  through  sail  cloth  or  fur 
requires  considerable  strength  as  well  as  something  to  save  the 
hands,  just  as  a  woman  uses  a  thimble. 

While  one  would  be  tailoring,  for  this  work  went  on  incessantly, 
the  weather  being  already  quite  cold,  the  others  would  be  out  get¬ 
ting  supplies  for  the  larder,  or  trying  to  find  driftwood  for  the  fire. 
Doublequick  having  run  across  the  broken  and  battered  wreck  of  a 
small  schooner. 

There  was  nothing  here  except  what  might  be  used  for  firewood, 
and  the  pieces  were  carried  up  to  the  cave  and  deposited  in  the 
further  end,  but  there  was  a  chance  that  they  might  run  across  a 
wreck  which  would  afford  them  articles  of  value,  such  as  tools,  doors, 
chairs,  benches  and  the  like, 

Doublequick  and  his  chums  wandered  along  the  coast  for  miles, 
beiDg  unable  to  tell  whether  they  were  on  a  continent  or  merely  some 
small  island,  but  aside  from  one  or  two  other  wrecks,  all  of  which 
were  terribly  broken  up  and  scattered,  they  saw  nothing  which  would 
be  of  value  to  them. 

They  made  other  discoveries,  however,  coming  at  one  time  upon  a. 
colony  of  birds  in  the  rocks,  finding  quantities  of  down  as  soft  and 
warm  as  that  of  the  eider  duck,  and  supplying  themselves  liberally 
with  the  same,  to  say  nothing  of  the  dozens  of  eggs  which  furnished 
them  many  a  good  meal. 

The  cave  was  fitted  up  with  a  fire-place,  where  a  perpetual  flame 
was  kept  burning;  the  men  were  provided  with  couches  of  fur  at  the 
sides.  Binnacle  had  knocked  together  a  rude  table,  where  they  ate 
their  meals;  a  door  was  made  to  the  cave  entrance,  and  liberal  quan¬ 
tities  of  food  salted  down  for  winter  use. 

The  salting  was  really  drying  in  the  sun,  and  then  packing  away 
in  ice  near  the  cave,  our  friends  knowing  that  meat  thus  put  away 
would  keep  for  years,  provided  it  remained  frozen. 

There  was  no  way  of  reckoning  time  accurately,  but  some  time 
early  in  December,  as  far  as  they  could  ascertain,  the  castaways 
awoke  one  morning  to  find  that  winter  had  set  in  beyond  a  doubt. 

As  far  as  they  could  see  extended  the  ice,  the  ocean  locked  in  its 
embrace,  the  glittering  snow  covered  everything  to  a  depth  of  many 
feet,  the  sky  was  dull  and  leaden,  the  air  keen  and  piercing,  and  a 
prospect  of  several  months  to  elapse  Defore  milder  weather. 

Hulk  had  not  come  to  the  cave  all  this  time,  though  he  had  been 
seen  occasionally,  but  how  he  lived  no  one  knew,  ns  no  one  cared  to 
follow  him  alone,  and  the  whole  party  never  met  him. 

On  this  day,  therefore,  when  the  winter  set  in  so  suddenly,  Double- 
quick  looked  out,  heaved  a  sigh,  and  said,  gravely:  “Heaven  help 
those  who  have  not  even  a  home  like  ours,  for  God  alone  knows  how 
they  can  livel” 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

BAD  NEWS— LOUIS  GILBERT  IN  TROUBLE. 

The  whole  cuy  of  New  Bedford  was  startled  the  next  morning,  that 
which  succeeded  the  robbing  at  the  Gilberts,  by  the  following  notice 
among  the  slopping  news  of  the  Mercury: 

“  Lost  at  Sea. — A  letter  from  Captain  William  Merri weather,  of 
the  whaling  ship  Skipper’s  Bride,  of  this  port,  dated  at  Talashnana, 
states  that  on  the  fifteenth  of  October  last  they  lowered  for  whales, 
being  then  considerably  to  the  south  of  the  parallel  of  fifty  degrees, 
south  latitude.  The  mate,  Mr.  Binnacle,  was  the  first  to  fasten  on, 
and  was  towed  until  after  dark,  being  then  lost  sight  of.  Search 
was  made  in  the  neighborhood  during  the  night  and  for  several  days 
without  success,  and  it  is  believed  the  boat  was  lost,  as  two  of  the  oars 
were  found,  and  what  are  supposed  to  be  fragments  of  the  boat,  the 
mast  and  portions  of  the  sail. 

“  Captain  Merriweather  has  no  doubt  whatever  that  the  whale  struck 
the  boat,  and  that  all  hands  perished,  or  if  not  that,  the  storm  of  the 
next  morning  caught  and  swamped  them.  In  the  boat  were  the  mate, 
and  his  boat-steerer,  Fred  Gilbert,  of  New  Bedford,  and  four  seamen, 
one  colored.” 

Here  followed  the  names  of  the  sailors,  and  all  necessary  particu¬ 
lars,  besides  the  many  reasons  which  led  Captain  Merriweather  to 
conclude  the  men  had  been  lost  beyond  the  shadow  of  a  doubt. 

Louis  was  on  his  way  down-town  when  he  met  a  friend  of  his  who 
told  him  the  news,  Louis  not  having  seen  the  paper  that  morning,  and 
he  at  once  purchased  one  and  returned  home. 

He  broke  the  dreadful  tidings  as  gently  as  he  could,  so  as  not  to 
cause  his  mother  too  great  a  shock,  and  bad  just  succeeded  in  calming 
her  when  old  Horner  walked  in,  entirely  unannounced. 

“  I  have  come  for  the  balance  due  on  the  house,”  he  said,  abruptly. 

“  You  have  chosen  a  most  fitting  moment  to  do  so,  I  think,”  an¬ 
swered  Louis,  with  flashing  eyes.  “  Is  it  your  custom  to  walk  into 
people’s  houses  without  knocking?” 

“  The  time  is  as  good  as  any,  and  as  to  the  knocking,  I’ve  ham¬ 
mered  already  till  I’ve  worn  my  knuckles  off.” 

Louis  knew  this  was  a  falsehood,  and  curling  his  lip  scornfully  he 
answered: 

“  You  will  have  to  wait.  If  you  have  not  heard  the  news  your  com¬ 
ing  is  excusable,  perhaps,  but  otherwise  it  is  not.” 

“  What  in  time  do  you  mean?” 

“  My  brother  Fred  is  reported  lost  at  sea.” 

“  I  know  that,  and  it’s  on  that  very  account  that  I  came  around.” 

“  It  is  not  proven  tbat  he  is  lost.” 

“  I  want  my  money,  anyway.” 

“  You  agreed  to  wait  til!  he  came  home.” 

“  What’s  that?” 

Louis  repeated  the  words,  old  Horner  grinning  incredulously  the 
while. 

“  Who  told  you  I  did?” 

“  You  signed  an  agreement  to  that  effect.” 

“  I  did?” 

“Yes,”  said  the  lady,  “and  I  was  a  witness.” 

“  You  are  mistaken.  I  never  signed  such  an  agreement  in  my  life.’’ 

“  But  you  did,”  persisted  the  lady,  mildly. 

“  But  I  tell  you  I  didn’t,”  snapped  the  old  rascal.  “I  never  heard 
of  it  till  this  moment.  I  never  make  such  agreements.” 

“You  don’t  if  you  can  help  it,”  retorted  Louis;  “but  this  time 
you  were  pinned  down  to  it,  and  luckily,  too.” 

“  Don’t  anger  him,  Louis,”  said  the  lady  in  a  low  tone.  “He  will 
make  all  the  more  trouble  for  us.” 

“  I’ve  had  all  the  impudence  from  you  that  I’m  going  to  stand,  you 
young  whelp,”  growled  the  man,  “  and  if  the  money  ain’t  paid  in  by 
this  noon  you  and  your  mother  will  have  to  go.” 

“  We  have  already  paid  all  but  a  small  portion  of  the  value  of  the 
house,  and  surely  ought  not  to  lose  that,”  said  Mrs.  Gilbert. 

“  You  haven’t  paid  a  cent  on  it,”  snapped  the  other.  “  You’ve  just 
been  living  here  for  nothing,  and  now  you’ve  got  to  get  out.” 

“  Wliat  do  you  mean,  you  contemptible  scamp?”  cried  Louis.  «  We 
have  got  your  receipt  for  what  was  paid  down,  and  the  agreement 
signed  by  you,  in  which  you  say  you  will  await  my  brother’s  return 
before  receiving  the  balance.” 

“  I  tell  you  I  never  made  such  an  agreement  and  have  never  re¬ 
ceived  a  cent  on  the  house.  Your  rascally  brother  went  away  without 
paying  me  one  dollar.” 


“  You  lie  and  you  know  it?”  said  Louis,  angry  enough  to  strike  the 
old  villain.  “  Why,  when  you  came  in  just  now  you  said  you  wanted 
the  balance  that  was  due.” 

The  man  was  caught  in  his  own  trap,  and  knew  he  would  be  obliged 
to  own  up.  He  had  intended,  if  possible,  to  get  the  whole  sum,  but 
he  was  cornered  in  more  ways  than  one,  as  we  shall  presently  see. 

“  Show  me  the  receipt,  if  you  have  got  it  so  tine,”  he  said,  sneer- 
ingly- 

Mrs.  Gilbert  hunted  through  her  desk,  but  could  not  find  the  paper 
in  any  part  of  it. 

“  A  thief  broke  in  last  night  and  stole  several  important  papers, 
and  tbis  was  doubtless  among  the  rest.” 

“  He-he,  that  story  won’t  wash!”  laughed  Horner.  “  You  can’t 
make  me  believe  any  such  nonsense  as  that.  Who  would  rob  you,  I 
want  to  know?  You  haven’t  anything  worth  taking.” 

“  Hold  up,”  said  Louis,  and  going  to  the  window  whence  he  had 
seen  the  thief  escaping,  he  raised  it  and  looked  out. 

There  were  several  bushes  and  shrubs  in  front  or  it,  and  these  had 
been  torn  and  broken  by  the  thief’s  sudden  exit. 

Louis  looked  on  the  ground  at  the  foot  of  the  shrubbery,  and  saw 
something  white  lying  there. 

It  was  a  bunch  of  papers  tied  up  with  red  tape. 

He  reached  down  his  hand  and  drew  the  papers  in,  handing  them 
to  his  mother,  who  quickly  looked  them  over  and  gave  one  to  Louis, 
who  said: 

“  There  is  your  receipt,  Mr.  Horner,  just  as  I  told  you.” 

“  Well,  I  want  the  balance.” 

“  When  my  brother  comes  home.” 

“  I  must  have  it  now,” 

“  You  can’t.  The  agreement  prevents.” 

“  There  wasn’t  any.” 

“  There  was.” 

“  Where  is  it?  Ha!  ha!  You  haven’t  got  it!”  for  he  was  sharp 
enough  to  read  the  answer  in  the  boy’s  /ace. 

“  Whether  I  have  or  not,  we  have  had  quite  enough  of  you,  so  clear 
out.” 

“  If  the  money  isn’t  paid  by  noon  you’ll  be  put  out.” 

“  You’ll  be  put  out  now  if  you  don’t  leave  this  minute,”  said  Louis, 
doubling  up  his  fists. 

Horner  took  the  hint  and  departed,  muttering  threats  of  vengeance, 
but  Louis  only  laughed  at  them,  and  banged  the  door  pretty  close 
upon  the  old  man’s  heels. 

“  Oh,  Louis,  my  boy,”  said  his  mother,  when  the  old  skinflint  had 
gone,  “  you  must  not  vex  him;  he  is  capable  of  doing  us  considerable 
injury.” 

“  I  know  he  has  the  heart,  mother,  but  I  shall  block  his  game.  Do 
you  know  that  I  sometimes  don’t  believe  that  Fred  is  dead?” 

“  He  cannot,  surely,  have  escaped,  being  overtaken  in  a  gale,  and 
in  an  open  boat.  The  vessel  itself  had  hard  work  to  weather  it.” 

“  Still,  I  do  not  believe  he  is  dead,  and  we  must  certainly  hear 
from  him  before  long.” 

“  I  cannot  share  your  hopeful  feelings,  my  boy,  and  it  would  be 
better  for  you  to  resign  yourself  to  the  worst,  and  not  raise  false  hopes 
which  will  only  be  blasted.” 

“  At  any  rate,  mother,  the  present  trouble  must  be  overcome. 
The  important  paper  is  missing,  and  I  believe  that  was  what  the 
thief  wanted.” 

“  Who  could  it  have  been?” 

“  I  don’t  know;  but  if  old  Horner  didn’t  have  something  to  do  with 
it,  then  I  am  very  much  mistaken.” 

“  He  could  not  be  so  wicked.” 

“  He  couldn’t?  You  don’t  know  him,  mother  dear.  He  is  mean 
enough  for  anything,  confound  his  ugly  face.  He  is  mad  at  me,  and 
will  take  any  revenge  he  can,  but  I’ll  stop  his  nonsense  pretty  quick.*’ 

“  What  are  you  going  to  do?” 

“  Call  on  Mr.  Cook,  the  lawyer.  He  is  our  friend,  and  will  see 
that  you  are  protected  from  this  rascal.” 

“  Why  do  you  wear  that  stiff-crowned  hat?”  she  asked,  as  he  was 
going  out,  the  boy  not  wearing  his  soft  hat,  as  usual. 

“  I  can’t  find  the  other;  I  must  have  mislaid  it.” 

On  his  way  to  the  lawyer’s  he  suddenly  met  Mr.  Warner,  in  company 
with  one  of  the  constables  of  the  town. 

lie  was  about  to  nod  pleasantly  to  the  gentleman,  having  got  over  I 
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and  the  thief,  upon 
Mr.  Constable,  take 


the  irritation  of  the  day  before,  when  Mr.  Warner  stopped  him  by 
holding  out  a  soft  hat  and  saying: 

“  Is  that  yours?” 

“  Yes,”  answered  the  boy;  “my  name  is  marked  inside.  Where 
<*fd  you  find  it?” 

“  Perhaps  you  will  explain  how  it  came  tu  the  hall  of  my  house?’* 
said  Mr.  Warner,  gravely. 

“  In  your  house?” 

“  Yes.  There  was  a  robbery  there  last  night, 
being  surprised  fled,  leaving  this  hat  behind, 
this  boy  in  charge.” 

“  For  what?”  demanded  Louis. 

44  Burglary.  Search  him,  Mr.  Officer!” 

The  officer  loosed  bewildered,  but  Lonis  said  indignantly: 

“  I  knew  you  did  not  like  me,  Mr.  Warner,  but  I  did  not  think  you 
considered  me  a  thief.  I  will  go  to  Mr.  Cook,  the  lawyer,  and  be 
searched,  if  you  like,  for  I  am  not  afraid  to  undergo  the  test  before  a 
friend.  You  are  the  first  man,  however,  who  has  ever  doubted  my 
honesty.” 

“  Keep  ac  eye  on  him,  officer,  and  don’t  let  him  throw  anything 
away.  If  he  has  nothing  with  him  we  will  have  to  search  the  house 
for  the  stolen  property.” 

Mr.  Cook,  the  lawyer,  was  very  much  surprised  when  Louis  told  why 
they  had  called,  and  he  assured  both  the  constable  and  Mr.  Warner 
that  there  was  not  a  more  honest  boy  in  the  whole  city  than  Louis. 

The  latter  at  once  proceeded  to  turn  out  his  pockets,  when  to  his 
intense  surprise  and  mortification  he  displayed  an  empty  leather 
pocket-book,  which  the  ship-owner  at  once  identified  as  his,  showing 
his  name  written  upon  a  band  in  the  inside. 

“  How  did  you  come  by  this,  my  lad?”  asked  the  lawyer,  kindly. 

“  I  do  not  know.  I  never  saw  it  before  in  all  my  life.” 

“  Falsehood  will  do  you  no  good,”  said  Mr.  Warner.  “  Officer, 


take  the  prisoner  to  the  lockup, 
afternoon/” 


I  will  make  a  formal  charge  this 


CHAPTER  X, 

MORE  NEWS  FROM  DOUBLEQUICK. 

“  There  i3  no  necessity  of  locking  my  client  up,”  interposed  Mr. 
Cook.  “I  will  be  responsible  for  him.” 

“  You  seem  to  take  a  great  interest  in  this  young  man,”  said  Mr. 
Warner,  loftily. 

“  Because  1  believe  him  innocent.  Besides,  unless  you  get  out  a 
warrant  for  his  arrest  you  cannot  lock  him  up  to  await  your  pleas¬ 
ure.  This  is  not  Russia,  my  good  sir,  but  the  United  States  of 
America.” 

“  Well,  really,”  replied  the  ship-owner,  to  whom  it  was  a  new  ex¬ 
perience  to  have  his  will  opposed.  “  Did  we  take  him  with  the  prop¬ 
erty  upon  his  person?” 

Louis  was  about  to  make  some  reply  when  the  lawyer  checked 
him,  saying: 

“  Leave  it  to  me,  my  boy;  I  will  bring  you  out  ah  right?  Do  you 
wi3li  to  make  a  charge  against  him,  sir?”  addressing  the  merchant. 
“  If  30,  we  will  go  with  you  at  once  to  Judge  Copeland.” 

When  this  straightforward  question  was  put  to  him  the  purse-proud 
merchant  began  to  waver,  for  in  his  secret  soul  he  did  not  believe  the 
boy  guilty,  though  he  was  willing  enough  to  cause  him  the  auno-yance 
of  being  locked  np  in  the  station-house  for  several  hours. 

Lawyer  Cook  had  a  good  reputation  in  New  Bedford,  and  if  any  one 
could  clear  Louis  from  suspicion  he  was  the  man,  and  Warner  knew 
that  it  would  hurt  him  to  make  a  false  charge  against  the  lad  and  have 
him  proved  innocent. 

People  who  knew  of  Louis’  liking  for  Dora  Warner  would  call  it  a 
persecution,  for  it  would  have  been  as  hard  to  convince  a  judge  and 
jury  than  Louis  was  a  thief  as  to  make  them  believe  the  sun  rose  in 
the  West. 

“  If  he  will  restore  the  money  which  has  been  taken  from  this 
pocket-book,  I  will  withdraw  the  charge,  considering  his  reputable 
character,”  said  Mr.  Warner,  endeavoring  to  back  down  as  gracefully 
as  possible.  \ 

“  I  cannot  restore  it,  because  I  never  had  it,  and  don’t  know  any- 
1  thing  about  it,”  answered  Louis,  hotly.  “  Someone  is  trying  to  ruin 
tne,  and  I  think  I  can  guess  who.” 

'  «  Who  is  it?” 


“  I  don’t  care  to  stale.” 

Mr.  Cook  spoke  aside  to  the  lad  for  a  few  moments,  and  then 
said : 

“  My  client  does  not  mean  you,  Mr.  Warner,  though  your  mistaken 
zeal  in  this  matter  might  cause  him  considerable  injury.” 

“  There  is  certainly  every  evidence  to  show  that  he  is  the  thief.  The 
hat,  the  wallet - ” 

“Excuse  me,  but  would  you  be  pleased  to  hear  what  I  have  to  say? 
I  think  we  can  settle  this  affair  here  and  now.  I  don’t  suppose  you 
would  care  to  be  sued  for  damages  for  malicious  prosecution?” 

This  thrust  went  home  and  cut  deep,  for  the  man  had  really  felt  a 
good  deal  of  satisfaction  in  making  a  charge  against  a  poor  boy  who 
had  dared  to  look  upon  bis  daughter  with  the  eyes  of  affection. 

To  tell  the  honest  truth,  he  had  chuckled  over  the  idea  of  having  the 
son  of  the  respectable  Widow  Gilbert  locked  up,  even  if  he  might  be 
proved  innocent  afterwards. 

He  was  not  a  bad  man,  though  he  was  inordinately  proud  and  self¬ 
ish,  and  could  not  brook  the  slightest  opposition  to  his  will,  makiug 
molehills  into  mountains  in  fact,  and  exciting  opposition  where,  if  he 
had  kept  quiet,  there  would  have  been  none. 

The  lawyer’s  question  showed  him  the  danger  of  remaining  upon 
untenable  ground  too  long  for  his  own  eafety,  and  he  saw  that  he 
must  retreat. 

“  If  you  can  satisfy  me  that  your  client,  as  you  call  him,  is  inno¬ 
cent,  I  will  make  no  charge  against  him.  Your  championship  certainly 
gives  him  an  importance  which  he  did  not  before  possess.” 

Paying  no  attention  to  this  intended-to-be  satirical  remark,  Mr.  Cook 
replied: 

“  The  house  occupied  by  Mrs.  Gilbert  and  her  son  was  robbed  last 
night,  and  several  papers  of  great  importance  to  them  were  taken. 
Might  not  the  thief  who  did  them  this  injury  also  desire  to  do  them 
furiher  harm  by  trying  to  throw  the  guilt  of  this  other  robbery  upon 
them?” 

“  How  do  you  know  that  they  may  not  have  robbed  themselves?” 

“  Your  question  is  an  insult,  sir.  Louis  was  at  home  all  the  even¬ 
ing,  as  can  be  proved.  When  was  your  house  robbed?” 

“  At  half-past  twelve.” 

“  Just  half  an  hour  after  I  returned  from  chasing  the  thief,”  said 
Louis;  “  and  at  that  time  I  was  talking  to  mother  and  looking  over 
the  rooms  to  see  what  had  been  taken.  I  know  that  was  the  time, 
because  the  factory  bell  struck  the  half  hour  while  we  were  still  up.” 

“  Do  you  desire  to  make  a  charge?”  asked  the  lawyer. 

“No.  While  I  do  not  really  believe  the  lad  strictly  innocent,  the 
weight  of  the  evidence  appears  to  be  in  his  favor,  and  there  would 
be  no  use  of  going  to  the  expense  of  a  trial  under  those  circum¬ 
stances.” 

There  are  some  men  who  will  go  out  of  their  way  to  say  a  cutting 
remark  and  give  a  gratuitous  hurt  to  one’s  feelings,  Mr.  Warner  being 
one  of  that  sort. 

Having  uttered  this  bitter  speech,  he  turned  upon  his  heel  and  left 
the  office  for  his  own  quarters  down-town,  Louis  darting  a  glance  of 
contempt  at  him  as  he  went  out. 

“  The  young  upstart  has  too  many  friends  for  me,”  muttered  Warner, 
as  he  walked  down  the  street.  “  He  isn’t  so  bad,  but  I’m  not  going 
to  have  any  young  man  being  attentive  to  my  daughter  who  hasn’t 
got  at  least  a  hundred  thousand  dollars.” 

“  The  miserable  money-bag,”  said  Louis.  “He  thinks  because  he 
is  wealthy  that  he  can  do  anything  he  chooses.  When  I  become  of 
age  I’ll  marry  Dora,  if  she  will  have  me,  whether  he  likes  it  or  not.” 

The  lawyer  laughed,  and  then  Louis  asked: 

“  What  am  I  going  to  do  about  old  Horner?  He  will  make  us  con¬ 
siderable  trouble,  I  am  afraid.” 

“  Leave  him  to  me.  I  will  settle  his  case.” 

“  And  if  I  meet  Jack  I  will  do  the  same  for  him,  the  young  vaga¬ 
bond.  He  is  none  too  good  to  have  committed  the  robbery  himself.” 

Two  days  after  that  Mr.  Cook  gave  him  Horner’s  receipt  in  full  for 
the  price  of  the  house,  which  relieved  them  from  all  further  trouble. 

“  You  have  paid  this  money  yourself,”  said  Louis.  “  You  are  really 
too  kind,  for  how  do  you  ever  expect  I  will  pay  it?” 

“  Take  your  time,  my  lad.  Better  be  in  my  debt  than  in  that  old 
oodger’s.  If  your  brother  returns  he  will  see  that  I  get  the  money.” 

“  But  if  he  does  not?” 

“  Then  I  will  wait.  In  the  meantime  I  have  been  speaking  to  a 
n^erchant  in  Boston,  who  is  going  to  open  a  branch  of  his  wholesale 
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business  here.  Do  you  think  you  could  take  charge  of  it,  with  a  little 
assistance?” 

“  I  can  try.  You  know  I  like  a  mercantile  business  better  than  any¬ 
thing  else,  but  I  still  lack  experience.” 

“  He  will  give  you  all  the  assistance  you  require  until  you  become 
accustomed  to  the  business.” 

“  But  do  you  think  he  will  take  me?  I  am  young  and  have  no  refer¬ 
ences.” 

“  Excuse  me.  my  boy,  you  have  plenty  of  references.  You  will 
go  to  work  on  the  books  at  first,  and  afterwards  attend  to  buying  aud 
selling  stock  when  you  know  more  of  the  routine  of  the  concern.” 

“  But  will  he  take  me?” 

“  He  has  already  agreed  to  do  so,  upon  my  recommendation.” 

“  When  shall  I  see  him?” 

“  To-morrow.  He  is  not  quite  ready  to  begin  operations  yet,  and 
may  not  do  so  for  a  month.  Your  salary,  however,  will  begin  at 
once.” 

“  Has  that  been  fixed  also,  as  well  as  everything  else?” 

“  It  will  be  six  hundred  dollars  for  the  first  year,  and  after  that  will 
be  increased  according  to  how  you  have  got  along.” 

“  That’s  immense,”  said  Louis,  with  a  merry  laugh.  “  We  will  be 
able  to  get  on  nicely  with  that  until  Fred  returns.” 

“  You  think  he  will,  then?” 

“  I  have  uot  given  up  all  hope,  and  I  shall  not  until  I  know  posi¬ 
tively  that  he  is  dead.” 

Louis  spent  the  time  which  ensued  before  he  went  to  work  in  learn¬ 
ing  all  he  could  about  the  business,  so  that  when  he  should  enter  upon 
his  new  duties  he  should  not  be  utterly  ignorant  of  what  was  required 

of  him. 

By  the  middle  of  February  he  had  made  such  rapid  progress  that  the 
business  had  already  greatly  improved,  and  one  of  Mr.  Warner’s  friends 
said  to  that  gentleman,  with  a  laugh: 

“  That  boy  is  bound  to  have  your  daughter,  and  is  going  to  work 
the  right  way  to  do  it.  If  you  don’t  look  out  he  will  be  richer  than  you  ’ 
are  in  ten  years.” 

“  Well,  I  always  rather  liked  him,”  returned  the  two-faced  mer¬ 
chant,  “  and  the  only  thing  I  had  against  him  was  his  lack  of  money. 
However,  we’ll  wait  and  see  how  long  this  thing  lasts.” 

Just  at  this  time  news  was  received  which  startled  the  old  town,  and 
made  Louis  fairly  wild  with  excitement. 

This  was  no  less  than  the  report  of  the  finding  of  an  car,  wrapped 
about  with  red  flannel  to  make  it  conspicuous,  upon  which  was  carved 
the  names  of  the  men  supposed  to  have  been  lost  from  the  Skipper’s 
Bride. 

“  Didn’t  I  tell  you  that  there  was  hope?”  said  Louis.  “  I  knew  it — 

I  knew  it.  Doublequick  is  alive  and  in  need  of  help.  I  am  going  to 
find  him.” 

“  You?”  said  Mr.  Cook. 

“  Yes.  This,  above  all,  is  my  duty,  and  I  shall  do  it!” 

\ 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  CASTAWAYS  AT  HOME. 

All  around  the  snow  lay  thick  and  white,  covering  everything  with 
a  glittering  mantle,  which  sparkled  and  glistened  during  the  brief 
time  the  sun  shone,  and  at  night  made  all  the  landscape  look  gray 
and  mysterious. 

In  the  rock-built  habitation,  so  luckily  found  by  Doublequick,  was 
gathered  the  little  party  of  castaways,  one  night  in  January,  talking 
over  their  affairs. 

Their  light  consisted  of  a  lamp,  the  oil  of  which  was  supplied  by 
the  fat  of  the  seals  they  had  caught,  with  a  cotton  wick  made  by  tear¬ 
ing  strips  from  the  jumpers  they  had  worn  in  the  boat,  such  articles 
being  of  no  use  now,  as  nothing  was  worn  except  fur,  and  the  tire 
was  built  of  driftwood  and  the  stunted  bushes  which  grew  in  this 
strange  land. 

Since  they  had  been  in  this  cave  they  had  made  it  quite  habitable, 
their  bunks  being  very  warm  and  comfortable,  their  house  itself,  being 
now  almost  entirely  under  the  snow,  as  comfortable  as  they  could 
desire,  and  their  larder  being  well  supplied,  the  few  resources  having 
been  mo9t  carefully  farmed. 

They  had  gathered  a  large  quantity  of  eggs,  which  they  kept  frozen 
until  wanted,  and  which  when  roasted  made  an  excellent  repast,  be¬ 
sides  which  they  had  the  meat  of  Beals  aud  of  various  aquatic  birds^ 


dried  and  salted,  and  a  quantity  of  edible  moss,  very  like  that  on 
which  the  residents  of  Lapland  thrive  so  well. 

Their  larder  could  not,  perhaps,  furnish  a  menu  like  that  of  a  first- 
cIubs  hotel,  where  one  gets  his  sixteen-course  dinners,  but  they  were 
in  no  danger  of  starving,  and  considering  all  things  got  along  exceed¬ 
ingly  well. 

The  upper  entrance  of  the  cavern,  through  which  Doublequick  had 
first  made  his  way,  was  now  covered  entirely  over  with  snow,  though 
it  afforded  a  good  escape  for  the  smoke  and  hot  air. 

The  main  entrance  to  the  place  was  kept  clear  of  snow,  and  the 
castaways  went  out  every  day  for  exercise,  no  matter  how  stormy  or 
how  cold  the  weather  was,  for  it  was  absolutely  necessary  that  their 
blood  should  be  kept  in  good  condition  in  order  that  they  might  be 
able  to  stand  the  rigors  of  a  winter  In  these  high  latitudes  and  not 
perish  from  the  cold. 

Their  clothing,  though  rudely  made,  was  close  and  warm,  their 
boots,  mittens,  coats,  trousers  and  hoods  being  of  sealskin,  strongly 
sewed  and  lined  inside  with  down,  being  as  comfortable  garments  a® 
one  could  put  on. 

They  had  no  reading  matter,  which  was  certainly  a  great  loss,  as  .a 
man  of  even  ordinary  intellect  can  take  a  vast  amount  of  comfort 
from  reading  when  he  has  nothing  to  occupy  his  hands,  aud  a  good 
book  will  often  prevent  a  vast  amount  of  mischief;  but  this  want  was 
supplied  to  a  large  extent  by  Binnacle,  who  was  as  full  of  stories  as 
the  Sultan  Scheherizade  in  the  Arabian  tale. 

The  worthy  man  was  always  unlucky  in  one  respect,  however,  and 
this  was  that  he  never  was  able  to  finish  a  story  when  he  began  it, 
as  it  invariably  happened  that  something  occurred  to  interrupt  him 
just  when  he  had  reached  the  culminating  point,  the  strange  part  of 
the  matter  being  that  it  was  never  done  by  design,  but  always  by 
accident. 

He  was  indefatigable,  however,  and  always  started  a  yarn  when  ali 
hands  were  present,  as  upon  the  occasion  in  question,  even  though  he 
knew  that  he  was  sure  to  be  interrupted  before  be  got  through. 

“  It  is  very  strange  that  we  have  seen  nothing  of  Hulk  all  this  time,” 
said  Doublequick.  “  He  must  be  alive  or  we  would  certainly  have 
run  across  his  body.” 

“  Or  he’s  hidden  himself  away  in  some  hole,  and  only  comes  out  at 
night,”  said  Spencer.  “  We’re  just  as  well  ofl  without  him.” 

“  But  he’s  not  well  off  without  us,  I  fancy;  I  don’t  see  how  he  man¬ 
ages  to  live  all  alone  so.” 

“  Never  mind  him,  Donblequick,”  answered  Spank.  “  He’s  an  ugly 
customer,  and  we  should  have  no  end  of  trouble  with  him.  He  always 
was  morose  and  sullen,  and  is  never  happy  unless  miserable,  though 
that  sounds  like  a  contradiction.” 

“  Don’t  let’s  talk  about  him  anyhow,”  was  Spencer’s  remark.  “  1 
tell  you  he’s  a  hard  subject,  and  the  less  we  have  to  do  with  him  the 
better.” 

“  Talking  of  hard  subjects,”  spoke  up  Binnacle,  “reminds  me  of 
one  time  when  I  was  off  in  the  Indian  Ocean,  cruising  around.  My 
word!  how  the  wind  does  howl  outside!  Poke  up  the  fire,  Spank, 
my  boy,  it’s  cold  weather  now,  aud  we’ve  got  to  keep  ourselves 
warm. 

“  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  we  was  cruisin’  in  the  Indian  Ocean, 
and  a  water-spout  struck  us  and  nearly  drowned  us.” 

“  Why,  we  had  raiu  steady  for  a  week,  and  goin’  a  good  five 
knots  to  the  hour  all  the  time,  the  spout  was  such  a  big  one.  The 
decks  was  all  washed  so  clean  that  we  didn’t  have  to  touch  'em  for 
a  month  after  that,  though  it  was  rough  on  the  sails  and  rotted  ’em 
all  to  pieces,  fresh  water  being  bad,  you  know,  for  duck. 

“  Fresh?  Why,  there  vyas  so  much  rain  just  from  that  water¬ 
spout,  that  we  only  had  to  hang  a  joint  of  salt  meat  out  on  the 
yard-arm  for  half  an  hour,  and  it  was  just  qb  good  as  though  it  had 
just  been  killed. 

“  One  bad  thing  about  it  was  that  it  washed  all  the  tar  out  of  the 
seams,  anu  I  believe  if  we  had  managed  to  strike  a  little  bigger 
spout  that  we  should  have  been  washed  clean  away;  we  would  cer¬ 
tainly,  if  it  had  kept  up  much  longer. 

“  We  tried  tiring  cannons  at  it,  but,  good  gosh!  we  couldn’t  p’int 
the  muzzles  up  a  second  before  the  rain  would  soak  the  powder  aud 
put  out  the  fuse.  So  we  had  to  give  up  that  plan, 

“  All  our  oil-skins  were  soaked  through,  and  we  got  horrible 
colds,  which  we  wouldn’t  have  done  if  it  had  been  salt  water,  as  you 
know,  I  s’pose.  ’Sides  that,  it  rained  so  hard  that  all  the  cordage 
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got  so  taut  that  it  raked  the  masts  over  terrible  and  we  was  took  for 
a  pirate.  They  always  have  rakin’  masts,  you  know.” 

*•  Where  is  the  hard  subject  coming  in?”  asked  Spank. 

“  Yon  red-headed  son  of  a  porpoise-bellied  sea-cook,  ain’t  the  rain 
the  subject  o’  my  yarn,  and  wasu’t  it  a  hard  one?  Just  you  keep 
your  hash  grinders  closed  aud  dcn’t  interrupt,  and  I’ll  tell  you  when 
the  hard  subject  comes  in. 

“  The  rain  was  over  at  last,  of  course,  though  I  thought  before  it 
was  gone  that  we  should  have  a  cold  drawing  of  all  the  tea  in  the 
hold,  and  hot  water  is  the  only  stufl  for  tea,  you  know,  as  the  owner’s 
daughter  said  to  me. 

**  I  had  to  be  mighty  careful  o’  that  young  woman,  for  her  father, 
the  owner  of  the  tea  clipper  which  I  was  then  captain  of,  after  having 
been  promoted  by  my  great  bravery  aud  daring  in  sinking  fourteen 
Chinese  junks  which  had  surrounded  us,  had  warned  me  that  if  any¬ 
thing  happened  to  his  child,  he  would  skin  me  alive.” 

“  I  thought  we  should  hear  from  the  China  tea  clipper  and  that 
young  woman  before  we  got  through,”  whispered  Spank  to  Spencer, 
and  then  both  men  indulged  in  a  broad  grin. 

“  We  was  bound  for  Pondisberry  from  Singapore,”  continued  Bin¬ 
nacle,  “aud  was  passing  through  Torres  Straits  when  we  met - ” 

“  How  the  deuce  did  you  get  to  Pondisberry  if  you  were  running 
a  tea  clipper?”  asked  Spank. 

“  Never  you  mind.  I  did,  and  that’s  enough.  Well,  as  we  was 
goin’  through  Torres  Straits  an  Englishman  came  along  and  swore 
he  was  going  to  board  us  and  take  off  any  of  his  countrymen  that  we 
had  aboard. 

“  I  swore  that  he  wouldn’t,  and  then  he  began  peppering  us  with 
hot  shot,  but  I  didn’t  care  for  that,  and  I  peppered  back  till  I’d  shot 
away  all  his  sails  and  he  was  at  the  mercy  of  the  wind  and  waves. 

“  I  hadn’t  got  rid  of  him  by  all  means,  for  he  impressed  a  lot  of 
Malays  into  his  service,  and  they  took  their  shirts  and  sewed  them  up 
in  a  jiffy  for  sails  and  hoisted  them. 

“  Notwithstanding  the  first-class  condition  of  my  own  sails,”  here 
Spank  gave  Spencer  a  wink,  “  the  beggar  hauled  up  to  me,  and  though 
I  let  drive  with  my  brass  swivel  gun,  fore  and  aft,  it  wasu’t  no  use, 
for  they  came  alongside  in  less  than  no  time. 

“  They  scrambled  all  over  the  decks,  and  was  about  rushing  down 
into  the  cabin  where  the  young  lady  was  concealed.  I  was  bound 
that  uothing  should  happen  to  her,  and  so  I  resolved  on  a  desperate 
plan. 

“  Seizing  a  lighted  torch,  made  of  pine-knots  soaked  in  elephants’ 
oil,  I  rushed  to  the  powder  magazine,  and  yelling  out  at  the  tip-top 
of  my  lungs,  told  the  yaller  cusses  that  unless  they  got  out  I  would 


“Hark!”  said  Doublequick,  suddenly.  “Someone  is  calling  for 
help.” 

“  Who  on  earth  can  it  be  in  this  desolate  place?”  saiVl  Spank. 

“  Let  us  go  out  and  see,”  Doublequick  replied,  getting  up  and  draw¬ 
ing  on  hi3  fur  hood,  mittens  and  boots.  “  No  one  shall  call  in  vain 
upon  us  such  a  night  as  this.” 

All  hands  went  out,  leaving  Binnacle  alone,  he  remarking: 

“  Another  good  story  gone  to  thunder,  and  just  as  I’d  reached  the 
crisis.” 


CHAPTER  XII. 

THE  SURVIVOR  OF  SHIPWRECK — HULK  AGAIN. 

Doublequick  was  the  first  man  to  reach  the  outside  of  the  cave, 
though  he  was  quickly  followed  by  the  others,  Bill  Binnacle  excepted, 
that  veracious  narrator  remaining  inBide  to  conceal  his  chagrin. 

As  the  party  came  into  the  open  air  they  heard  that  cry  for  help 
once  more,  and  looking  in  the  direction  whence  it  proceeded,  Double- 
qaick  saw  a  man,  clad  in  fur3,  lying  upon  the  snow,  evidently  ex¬ 
hausted. 

He  ran  at  once  to  the  poor  fellow,  and  with  the  help  of  Spank 
raised  him  to  his  feet  and  supported  him  in  his  strong  arms,  the  man 
seeming  scarcely  able  to  stand. 

Contrary  to  expectation,  it  was  not  Hulk  whom  they  had  rescued, 
but  a  total  stranger,  evidently  a  German  by  his  looks,  though  he  had 
spoken  in  English  and  now  uttered  his  thanks  briefly  in  the  same  lan¬ 
guage,  though  with  a  strong  Teutonic  accent. 

D oubleqnick  glanced  hastily  around  and  observed  many  things 
which  be  did  not  speak  of  at  the  time,  being  occupied  iu  getting  the 
man  within  doors,  so  to  speak. 


When  they  had  brought  the  fellow  inside  they  chafed  his  hands  and 
feet,  gave  him  something  warm  to  drink,  placing  him  not  too  near 
the  fire,  aud  then  our  hero  asked  him  a  few  questions  concerning  his 
name  and  how  he  happened  to  be  in  this  forlorn  region  all  alone. 

His  name  was  Carl  Petersen,  he  said,  and  he  was  a  Swede.  He  had 
been  wrecked  with  several  of  his  companions  many  miles  from  his 
present  place,  the  vessel  having  been  nipped  by  the  ice  and  the  crew 
being  obliged  to  abandon  her. 

He  and  his  companions  had  taken  to  the  ice,  and  had  endeavored 
to  find  some  shelter  or  another  from  the  rude  blast,  but  with  the  ex¬ 
ception  of  himself  all  had  perished  from  the  cold. 

He  had  been  many  days  alone,  and  had  only  been  saved  from  death 
by  burrowing  deep  in  the  snow  and  letting  it  drift  all  over  him,  an 
expedient  often  adopted  by  the  Esquimaux  of  the  North  and  by  many 
travelers  in  frigid  zoues. 

He  had  seen  smoke  issuing  from  the  top  of  a  hill,  he  said,  and 
knowing  that  there  were  no  volcanoes  recorded  in  the  Antarctic  conti¬ 
nent,  having  traveled  much  himself  and  bemg  acquainted  with  many 
interesting  facts  concerning  the  high  latitudes  of  both  the  northern 
and  southern  hemispheres,  he  bad  formed  the  conclusion  that  he 
must  be  near  the  dwelling  of  some  party  of  shipwrecked  mariners. 

He  had  set  out  in  the  direction  whence  he  had  seer,  the  smoke,  but 
the  distance  was  greater  than  he  supposed,  and  long  before  the  time 
when  he  thought  he  ought  to  reach  the  place  he  had  sunk  ex¬ 
hausted. 

He  was  gratified  to  find  that  the  cave  had  two  exits,  and  he  at¬ 
tributed  it  solely  to  Providence  that  he  had  been  heard  and  was  not 
perjiitted  to  die  alone  and  without  succor,  as  so  many  of  his  poor 
comrades  had  done. 

In  conclusion  he  said  that  the  name  of  his  vessel  was  the  Bjornstjern, 
or  the  Bear  Star,  a  Norwegian  vessel,  though  most  of  the  officers  and 
crew  were  Swedes,  and  that  her  mission  in  these  parts  was  to  discover 
the  South  Pole. 

The  captain  had,  contrary  to  the  entreaties  of  his  crew,  remained 
too  long  in  the  Southern  seas,  and  at  la3t,  when  persuaded  to  return 
to  a  warmer  climate,  had  been  caught  by  the  pack  ice  and  was  the 
first  to  perish. 

The  vessel,  he  said,  was  about  half  a  dozen  leagues  to  the  Dortb, 
and  enough  of  it  was  left  to  furnish  material  for  building  a  boat  in 
which  to  return  when  the  ice  should  break  up  in  the  spring,  and  in 
the  morning,  or  at  their  convenience,  he  would  guide  his  preservers 
to  the  spot,  which  he  thought  he  could  readily  find. 

His  story  seemed  plausible  enough,  and  was  readily  believed, 
although  Doublequick  had  observed  many  points  which  he  did  not 
like,  although  he  did  not  mention  them  to  his  companions. 

After  all  hands  had  gone  to  sleep  he  took  the  measure  of  the  stran¬ 
ger’s  seal  boots,  and  theu,  without  making  any  noise,  went  outside, 
where  the  stars  were  shining  in  great  brilliancy,  and  the  air  was  keen 
and  biting,  there  being  scarcely  a  breath  of  wind,  the  snow  lying 
smooth  and  undisturbed  all  around.  ' 

There  had  been  a  light  fall  in  the  afternoon,  and  in  this,  which  had 
not  yet  frozen  too  hard,  were  the  footprints  of  himBelf  and  compan¬ 
ions  made  when  they  had  gone  out  in  answer  to  the  call  for  help. 

The  imprint  of  Petersen’s  body  was  clearly  seen  in  the  snow,  and 
approaching  it  were  the  tracks  he  had  made  previous  to  having 
falleu. 

Doublequick  followed  these,  rapidly  and  cautiously,  for  some  dis-  1  j 
tance,  speaking  to  himself  as  he  went. 

“  As  I  thought,  there  are  more  traces  than  Petersen’s,  though  they 
don’t  go  as  far  as  his  do.  I  suspected  that  the  man  was  not  alone, 
and  that  he  was  playing  a  part. 

“  His  exhaustion  was  overdone,  and  he  moved  too  quickly  for  a 
man  that  was  so  nearly  used  up  as  he  pretended.  Aha,  here  are  more 
tracks.  So-ho,  he  had  three,  or  perhaps  four  companions,  and  they 
have  paused  here,  against  the  face  of  the  cliff,  while  he  has  gone  on 
to  carry  out  his  part  of  the  programme. 

“  They  are  dressed  in  furs,  these  men,  for  here  are  shreds,  detached 
by  the  ice  against  which  they  leaned,  and  there  is  the  imprint  of  a 
hand  upon  the  snow. 

“  What  is  this?  Some  weapon  has  been  placed  against  the  wall, 
for  here  is  the  mark  of  the  lower  end  in  the  snow.  The  butt  of  a 
musket!  So,  then,  these  men  are  armed.  Yes,  there  must  be  more 
than  one  gun  among  them,  for  here  is  the  mark  of  another,  of  a  dif¬ 
ferent  shape  than  the  first. 
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“  Ah!  here  one  of  the  men  has  let  his  gun  fall  from  his  hands. 
What  a  clear  imprint  it  has  made.  The  print  of  his  gloved  lingers 
when  he  picked  it  up  is  very  plain,  also. 

“  Now,  if  these  men  have  been  wrecked,  as  no  doubt  they  have, 
why  didn't,  they  call  for  help  as  well  as  this  mac?  What  reason  could 
they  have  for  remaining  behind?  They  must  know  that  any  one  would 
shelter  them,  unless  they  had  hearts  of  stone. 

“  There  is  a  reason  for  their  hanging  back,  and  I  fear  treachery, 
for  otherwise  they  would  have  accompanied  their  comrade.  What 
motive  should  these  men,  utter  strangers  to  us,  have  for  treachery? 
The  cave  is  large  enough  for  us  all,  and  there  is  no  reason  why  we 
could  uot  live  in  common. 

“  The  hand  of  Jim  Hulk  is  seen  in  this  business.  It  is  he  who  has 
met  these  men,  he  who  has  inspired  them  to  act  the  part  of  traitors. 
Selfish  and  vengeful,  he  has  poured  some  lying  talk  into  their  ears, 
aud  induced  them  to  concoct  some  plan  by  which  to  destroy  us,  and 
obtain  our  snug  abode  for  themselves. 

“  Blind  fool  that  he  is!  Have  we  not  been  ready,  at  all  times,  to 
share  our  lot  with  him;  to  take  him  in  and  give  him  all  the  comforts 
we  have  ourselves?  But  no,  he  is  not  content  to  receive,  he  must 
suatch  these  things;  he  will  steal,  but  not  let  us  give. 

“  I  saved  the  life  of  the  wretch,  for  he  was  no  match  for  Spank,  and 
would  have  been  killed  had  1  allowed  that  hellish  combat  to  have 
taken  place,  and  yet  he  now  turns  against  me  and  conspires  to 
rout  me  from  the  same  quarters  which  1  would  have  shared  with 
him. 

“  Even  now,  were  he  content  to  lay  aside  his  accursed  moodiness 
and  be  content,  like  the  others,  to  have  his  portion  of  the  work  and 
the  comfort,  I  would  take  him  in;  but,  ingrate  as  he  is,  that  is  not 
enough.  He  must  have  all  ur  nothing.” 

Having  made  all  the  observations  he  cared  to  make  for  the  present, 
Doublequick  turned  and  walked  back  to  the  cave,  musing  as  he  went 
in  much  the  same  strain  as  he  had  already  done,  though  his  thoughts 
were  principally  devoted  to  devising  means  of  resistance  in  case 
Hulk  and  the  new-comers  should  attempt  to  dislodge  himself  and 
his  chums. 

“  They  are  better  armed  than  we,  and  have  the  advantage  of  having 
one  of  their  spies  in  our  camp,  who  will  know  just  how  to  attack  us, 
though  they  probably  count  upon  getting  us  away  to  look  for  this 
ship,  and  then  rush  in  and  take  possession.  I  will  prevent  that,  how¬ 
ever,  fori  will  refuse  to  accompany  this  man,  and  will  keep  him  a 
prisoner  until  he  confesses  his  real  purpose.” 

The  air  was  cold  and  penetrating,  and  Doublequick  feared  to  stay 
out  any  longer;  so  he  made  more  haste,  and  in  a  few  minutes  had 
reached  the  entrance  of  the  cavern. 

He  was  about  to  step  in  and  open  the  door,  when  a  figure  suddenly 
sprang  up  from  the  ground  where  it  had  been  crouching  and  stood 
facing  him  with  uplifted  hand,  in  which  gleamed  a  knife. 

The  figure  was  that  of  Hulk,  aud  in  his  small,  deep-set  eyes  shone 
the  bitterest  hate  and  revenge. 

CHAPTER  XIII. 

ON  GUARD  AGAINST  DANGER. 

“  What  do  you  want,  Jim  Hulk?”  asked  Doublequick,  firmly  ad¬ 
vancing  upon  the  miserable  wretch  who  dared  to  dispute  his  path. 

“  Your  life!”  hissed  the  man,  and  his  firmly-set  teeth,  staring  eyes 
and  contracted  jaws  showed  that  he  was  in  dead  earnest. 

“  Stand  aside  you  miserable  creature  or  I  will  not  answer  for  your 
safety,”  said  Doublequick.  “  You  refused  our  hospitality  when  it  was 
offered  you,  and  now,  for  having  saved  your  life,  you  wish  mine. 
We  would  have  taken  you  in,  but  now  we’d  see  you  frozen  to  death 
first.” 

“  You  cheated  me  of  my  revenge  upon  that  cur  iu  there,  Fred  Gil¬ 
bert,  and  I’ll  never  forgive  you,”  snarled  Hulk.  “  You’ll  never  get 
back  to  New  Bedford  alive,  so  you  might  as  well  make  up  your  mind 
on  that  point.  I’ll  ruin  you  and  all  your  crowd,  see  if  I  don’t.” 

“  Vengeful  fool!”  retorted  the  other.  “  Have  all  good  impulses 
taken  leave  of  your  heart?  Here  in  this  wilderness  of  snow  and  ice  we 
should  have  one  common  impulse,  one  common  purpose — that  of 
striving  to  protect  one  another,  for  the  safety  of  all  depends  upon 
that  of  any  one  of  ue.  Return  to  your  evil  companions,  and  permit 
us  to  live  in  peace.” 

“  Yes,  and  have  you  come  down  on  us  some  night  and  rout  us  all 
out.  You  are  uot  to  be  trusted,  and  I’m  going  to  begin  on  you  and 


then  clean  out  the  whole  miserable  gang.  Spank  Howard  will  go 
next,  and  then  old  Headlight.” 

“  Do  you  think  that  all  men  are  like  you,  Jim  Hulk?  It  would  be 
a  nice  world  if  they  were.  About  as  nice  as  a  den  of  wild  beasts.  Go 
your  way  aud  don’t  try  to  come  any  nonsense  upon  us,  or  it  will  be 
the  worse  for  you.” 

“  You've  said  enough,”  answered  the  brute,  with  a  malignant  scowl, 
“  aud  now  I’m  going  to  kill  you!” 

He  rushed  upon  Doublequick,  but  the  latter,  true  to  his  name, 
seized  the  wrist  of  the  arm  uplifted  against  h.im,  aud  with  a  quick, 
sharp  turn,  gave  it  a  wrench  that  caused  the  villain  to  howl  with 
pain. 

The  knife  fell  from  his  grasp  and  be  came  to  his  knees,  the  grasp 
upon  his  wrist  beiDg  too  strong  to  shake  off. 

With  a  movement  of  his  foot  our  hero  sent  the  knife  flying  over  the 
snow,  and  then  releasing  the  abject  creature  from  his  hold,  said 
sternly: 

**  Now  take  yourself  off  as  quickly  as  you  know  how,  and  don’t 
trouble  us  again.  If  your  accomplice  in  there  behaves  himself,  well 
and  good;  if  not,  I’ll  turn  him  out  as  I  would  a  snarling  dog.” 

Hulk  rose  to  his  feet,  and  darting  a  glance  of  hatred  upon  the 
young  man,  rushed  away  iu  the  darkness,  and  soon  disappeared 
around  an  angle  of  the  cliff,  while  Doublequick  entered  the  cave. 

His  friends  were  all  asleep,  and  the  stranger  seemed  to  be  in  as 
sound  a  slumber  as  any  of  them,  though  Doublequick  thought  his 
breathing  a  little  too  regular,  as  if  he  was  feiguing  to  be  asleep  when 
he  was  really  wide  awaKe. 

“  I  wonder  if  he  heard  what  I  said  outside,”  he  thought.  “  If  he 
thinks  to  put  me  ofl  my  guard  he  is  mistaken,  for  I  know  his  plans 
now  and  will  thwart  them.” 

He  listened  attentively  to  the  breathing  of  all  the  men,  and  soon 
detected  a  difference  between  that  of  the  strauger  aud  that  of  his 
friends,  which  was  generally  the  same. 

Before  long  Binnacle  began  to  snore,  having  got  into  an  uneasy 
position,  and  soon  after  that  the  stranger  also  snored,  though  he  was 
lying  very  comfortably  upon  one  side,  his  lungs  being  neither  cramped 
nor  thrown  out  of  their  natural  position. 

“  That’s  all  gammon,”  said  Doublequick  aloud,  determined  to  let 
the  man  see  that  he  knew  he  was  shamming.  “  That  fellow  is  not 
asleep  any  more  than  I  am.” 

“  What  did  you  say?”  said  Petersen,  with  a  sudden  start,  and  rub¬ 
bing  his  eyes  like  one  just  awakened  from  a  troubled  sleep. 

“  Nothing,  my  man,”  said  Doublequick,  “  so  go  to  sleep  again.  I 
shall  remain  on  guard  the  most  of  the  night,  for  there  are  wolves 
outside,  and  I  don’t  care  to  have  them  come  in.” 

“  Wolve9?”  echoed  the  man,  in  surprise.  “  I  didn’t  know  there 
were  any  animals  at  all  down  here.  I  haven’t  seen  any  since  the 
wreck.” 

“  The  wolveB  I  speak  of  are  not  generally  called  such,  though  I 
would  not  insult  mankind  by  calling  them  human.  They  have  the 
semblance  of  men,  but  the  hearts  of  fiends.” 

“  Oh,”  replied  the  man,  briefly,  and  then  turned  over  and  was 
soon  asleep  in  reality,  having  evidently  made  up  his  mind  that  there 
was  no  getting  the  best  of  Doublequick  that  night. 

The  latter  remained  awake  for  two  or  three  hours  longer,  and  then 
arousing  Spank,  explained  the  situation  to  him  and  charged  him  to 
keep  watch  until  the  early  morning,  when  he  could  turn  his  duty  over 
to  Spencer. 

“  They  can’t  get  in,  can  they?”  he  asked  of  Doublequick. 

“No,  the  door  is  barred.  This  man  here,  though,  could  let  them 
in  if  he  chose,  and  that’s  what  I  want  to  prevent;  so  don’t  fall  asleep, 
as  you  value  your  safety.” 

Spank  promised  to  keep  awake,  and  Doublequick,  believing  he 
would  do  so,  dropped  off  into  a  sound  slumber  in  a  few  minutes. 

Spank  was  true  to  his  word,  and  kept  a  good  lookout,  waking  Spen¬ 
cer  about  two  hours  before  the  time  that  they  usually  got  up. 

In  the  morning,  after  breakfast,  all  hands  went  out  for  a  run  over 
the  ice,  not  a  sign  of  Hulk  or  his  presumed  companions  being  seen 
anywhere  about,  the  wind  having  arisen  in  the  night  and  drifted  the 
loose  snow  in  all  directions. 

Petersen  seemed  anxious  to  please,  and  assisted  the  party  in  many 
ways;  and  Doublequick,  while  he  did  not  seem  to  distrust  the  man, 
kept  a  careful  watch  upon  him  nevertheless. 

The  day  passed  as  many  others  had,  there  being  little  or  nothing 
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lo  do — no  proposition  to  visit  the  wreck 'of  the  Bear  Star  beiug  made 
• — and  in  the  evening  they  ail  sat  around  the  fire  and  told  stories,  the 
new-comer  beiug  particularly  entertainiug  in  that  respect. 

“  Are  you  going  to  keep  watch  to-night  again?”  he  asked  at  length, 
when  the  party  began  to  make  preparations  (or  turning  in. 

“  Certainly,”  answered  the  young  harpoouer,  quickly,  “  we  always 
keep  a  watch.” 

“  I  don't  see  what  need  there  is  in  this  out-of-the-way  place, 
although,’’  he  added  quickly,  as  if  to  disarm  suspicion,  “  1  suppose 
there  are  dangers  to  be  guarded  against,  such  as  the  tire  going  out  or 
burning  too  brightly.  It  would  be  a  sad  misfortune  lo  be  burned 
out  of  house  and  home.” 

“  And  theu  there  are  the  wolves,”  said  Spank,  having  received 
his  cue  from  Doublequick.  “  They  are  treacherous  Hulk-ing  fellows, 
and  not  to  be  too  carefully  guarded  against.” 

“  You  ought  to  allow  me  to  stand  my  watch  with  the  rest,”  pre- 
tendiug  not  to  notice  Spank’s  allusion  to  Hulk. 

“  All  right,”  answered  Doublequick.  “  I’ll  tell  Spank  to  wake  you 
up  when  he  gets  tired,  and  you  can  call  me  in  a  couple  of  hours 
after  that,” 

Spank  stood  the  first  watch,  and  at  the  end  of  two  hours  awoke 
Petersen,  and  then  dropped  off  to  sleep. 

Doublequick  was  awake,  however,  and  kept  a  good  watch  upon 
the  man  whom  he  wished  to  test,  and  see  whether  he  really  meant 
any  treachery  or  not. 

For  two  hours  the  man  sat  in  the  same  place,  and  smoked  or 
hammed  softly  to  himself,  never  getting  up  or  changing  his  posi¬ 
tion  once  in  all  that  time. 

When  he  considered  that  his  time  was  up  he  called  our  hero,  and 
the  latter  took  his  place,  Ue  himself  wrapping  himself  up  and  de¬ 
voting  himself  to  sleep  in  a  short  time. 

“  I  shall  not  trust  you  yet,  my  fine  man,”  thought  the  young  fel¬ 
low,  “  although  you  have  borne  yourself  very  well  to-night.  You  are, 
doubtless,  trying  to  secure  our  confidence  before  you  let  the  wolves 
in  upon  us.  Very  well,  I  shall  continue  to  have  you  watched,  and  at 
the  first  sign  of  unfaithfulness,  out  you  go  among  your  miserable 
companions.” 

Nothing  occurred  to  disturb  our  hero’s  thoughts  for  the  remain¬ 
der  of  the  night,  and  when  morning  dawned  he  proposed  a  visit  to 
the  wreck. 

CHAPTER  XIV. 

ANOTHER  STARTLING  INTERRUPTION  TO  A  GOOD  STORV. 

**  Who’s  for  the  shipwrecked  vessel?”  asked  Doublequick,  and  every¬ 
body  responded  in  the  affirmative. 

“  Then  I  propose  to  lock  up  our  house,  as  it  were,  and  set  off 
upon  our  expedition  at  once.  It  may  be  that  there  will  be  material 
on  board  which  we  can  utilize.” 

Securing  the  door  upon  the  outside,  so  that  no  one  could  get  into 
the  cavern  during  their  absence,  the  party  started  out  across  the 
ice,  carrying  food  enough  to  last  them  all  day,  and  providing  them¬ 
selves  with  weapons  with  which  to  resist  an  attack,  should  one  be 
made. 

They  were  all  well  clad,  and  in  no  danger  of  being  overcome  by 
the  cold,  which  was  keen,  though  not  as  great  as  if  they  had  been 
further  south.  , 

There  was  another  danger  to  be  guarded  against,  and  this  was 
the  ice-blink,  the  presence  of  so  large  a  surface  of  dazzling  white, 
with  the  sun  shining  over  all,  being  most  conducive  to  partial  blind¬ 
ness. 

To  protect  their  eyes,  therefore,  they  all  wore  what  seemed  to  be 
wooden  spectacles,  being  s.ripsof  wood  placed  before  the  eyes  and 
having  a  small  slit  made  in  them,  which  afforded  vision  enough  and 
prevented  snow-blindness. 

Petersen  first  pointed  out  the  general  direction  in  which  they  were 
to  go,  and  then  started  on  ahead  as  a  guide,  the  others  being  not  far 
behind. 

Donblequick  perceived  that  the  route  taken  did  not  lead  to 
the  cliffs  in  which  he  presumed  that  Hulk  and  the  others  had  found  a 
refage,  and  he  therefore  intended  to  let  the  man  lead  on,  being  still 
id  doubt  as  to  whether  he  intended  any  treachery  or  not. 

For  several  hours  they  walked  steadily  on,  and  then,  from  a  point 
of  rising  ground,  they  suddenly  saw  at  some  considerable  distance  a 
'  vessel  stuck  fast  in  the  ice. 


Her  hull,  masts  and  rigging  were  one  glittering  mass  of  white,  and 
she  shone  in  the  full  sunlight  like  some  huge  diamond  throwing  out 
luster  from  a  milliou  facets. 

“How  beautiful,”  exclaimed  the  harpooner,  “and  yet  how  cruel 
this  ice  is.  Endowed  with  the  strength  and  will  of  a  giant,  it  is  a 
very  tyrant  when  it  can  get  puny  man  within  its  power.” 

“  That  makes  me  think,”  said  Binuacle,  suddenly,  “  of  a  voyage 
that  I  once  made - ” 

“  In  the  Indian  Ocean?”  asked  Spencer. 

“  No,  you  lantern-jawed,  pigeon-breasted,  knock-kneed,  web. 
footed,  hump-backed,  whitedivered,  good-for-uothing  sea-porcupine 
you,  it  was  not  in  the  Indian  Ocean,  but  in  the  Arctic.” 

“  In  a  China  tea-clipper?”  suggested  Spank. 

Binnacle  did  not  waste  any  eloquence  or  richness  of  invective  upon 
Spank,  but  merely  giving  him  what  was  intended  as  a  withering 
glance,  proceeded  with  his  yarn,  not  knowing  when  it  might  be 
broken  off’  short. 

“  I  was  then  a  boat-steerer  in  the  brig  Leonidas — you  must  re¬ 
member  her— and  havin’  got  all  we  wanted  in  the  Indian  Ocean — 
yes,  in  the  Indian  Ocean,”  he  repeated,  darting  a  look  of  scorn  at 
Spencer,  “  we  thort  as  how  me  might  as  well  take  a  run  up  to  the 
Arctic  after  seein’  what  there  was  in  the  Pacific. 

“  I  won’t  bother  you  with  the  many  adveutures  we  had  before  we 
got  to  the  northern  regions,  but  just  jump  right  to  the  time  1  was 
tellin’  you  about. 

“  We  had  made  a  good  catch,  and  was  thinkin’  of  turnin’  about 
fur  hum,  so’s  not  to  be  caught  by  the  pack  ice,  when  one  mornin’, 
on  goin’  up  aloft,  I  seen  that  we  was  in  a  kiud  of  lake  like,  and  that 
all  around  was  solid  ice,  shuttin*  ub  in  on  all  sides. 

“  I  couldn’t  see  nothin’  but  ice  all  around  us,  the  water  bein’  per¬ 
haps  twice  the  ship’s  length  across,  and  perfectly  smooth  and  even, 
with  not  a  ripple. 

“  All  hands  was  called  up,  and  the  old  man  swore  like  a  pirate, 
for,  as  far  as  he  coula  see,  the  ice  was  all  around  him,  and  gettin’ 
closer  and  closer  every  minute. 

“  The  air  was  so  cold  all  of  a  sudden  that  you  couldu’t  open  your 
mouth  for  fear  of  freezing  solid  right  down  to  your  feet;  and  pretty 
soon  the  ice  got  to  formin’  all  about  the  ship  and  hoistin’  her  up  in 
the  air,  little  by  little,  like  there  was  a  million  men  under  it. 

“  Nobody  dared  say  nothin’  fur  fear  o’  freeziu’  stiff,  and  pretty 
soon  the  vessel  was  all  frozen  in  and  was  pushed  clear  up  in  the  air, 
right  on  top  of  an  ice  mountain  a  hundred  feet  high. 

“  Of  course  you  must  know  that  I  hadn’t  any  notion  of  staying 
there  all  my  life,  and  seein’  that  I’m  here  now  is  proof  that  I  got 
away.  And  I’m  goin’  to  tell  you  how  1  got  off  and  joined  another 
ship,  which  had  the  daughter  of  the  owner  on  board.” 

“  I  knew  we’d  get  that  if  the  old  fellow  had  time  enough,”  whis¬ 
pered  Spank.  “  I  never  heard  old  Toplight  tell  a  story  yet  that  he 
didn’t  lug  that  in,  and  nobody  has  ever  yet  heard  what  became  of  that 
young  woman.” 

“  What  are  you  muttering  about,  you  lop-sided  pellican  ?*’  growled 
Binnacle. 

“  Nothing;  go  ahead  and  tell  us  bow  you  got  out  of  the  ice.” 

“  Well,  as  I  was  sayin’,  we  were  stuck  up  there  on  the  ice  a  hun¬ 
dred  foot  above  the  surface,  and  wonderin’  how  the  deuce  we  were 
to  get  down,  when  the  weather  began  to  moderate. 

“  Then  it  began  to  snow,  and  snow,  and  snow.  Good  Ctesar!  how 
it  snowed.  The  flakes  were  as  big  as  fryin’  pans,  and  everyone  of 
’em  weighed  half  a  pound.  You’d  ha’  thought  you  was  bein’  snow¬ 
balled  the  way  they  come  down. 

“  I  looked  over  the  side  and  saw  the  snow  a  pilin’  up  faster’n 
blazes,  so  that  in  an  hour  it  was  ten  foot  thick.  In  another  hour  it 
was  twenty-five  foot,  ’cause  it  was  snowin’  faster. 

“  Before  six  bells  struck  the  snow  was  on  a  level  with  the  bul¬ 
warks  and  still  a  failin’  faster’n  scat,  so  that  1  began  to  get  scared 
and  thought  we’d  be  all  buried  up.  i 

“  There  wasn’t  scarcely  any  on  deck  to  speak  of,  ’cause  we  had 
all  the  fires  lighted  below,  and  chucked  in  the  wood  as  fast  as  we 
could,  and  that  made  it  melt  and  run  out  the  scuppers. 

“  By  and  by  it  melted  so  fast  that  the  scuppers  wouldn’t  take  it 
off'  fast  enough,  and  we  had  to  close  up  all  the  hatches  to  stop  it 
running  down  into  the  hold  and  puttin’  the  fires  out. 

“  Bless  your  heart,  the  water  got  so  deep  finally  that  it  run  over 
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the  top  of  the  rail  all  around  and  down  into  the  snow,  bein’  the  only 
thing  what  kept  that  from  pilin’  up  all  around  ub. 

“'while  it  was  still  a  snowin’  the  weather  changed  again  so  quick 
that  you  couldn’t  say  John  Jones  before  all  that  water  on  deck  began 
to  freeze  all  over. 

“  One  or  two  poor  fellows  what  was  wadin’  around  in  it  got  nip¬ 
ped  and  was  frozen  solid  right  in  the  ice.  I  got  one  of  my  toes  frozen 
oft  before  I  could  clamber  up  into  the  riggin’,  and  that’s  what  makes 
me  limp  so  bad  sometimes. 

“  Well,  sir,  there  we  was  with  three  foot  of  ice  on  deck  and  our 
Chums  below  in  the  hold,  caught  like  mice  in  a  trap,  ’tending  the 
fires  to  melt  the  snow  with. 

“  The  water  which  had  flowed  out  already  had  made  a  hole  in  the 
snow,  and  we  was  a  settlin’  down  gradually,  though  now  it  was  so 
deuced  cold  that  the  snow  was  frozen  stiff,  and  we  didn’t  budge  an 
iDcb,  and  didn’t  dare  to  get  out  into  the  snow  for  fear  the  weather 
might  moderate  again,  and  we’d  get  swallered  up  in  the  drifts. 

“  Then  it  was  that  my  ingenuity  came  into  play  and  got  us  out  of 
what  might  have  been  a  bad  scrape,  and  made  it  possible  for  me  to 
tell  of  our  wonderful  escape. 

“  I  just  got  a  cask  of  oil  out  of  the  hold,  and  going  for  the  cook’s 
— —  V 

“  Hold  on,  hold  on,”  interrupted  Spencer.  “  You  haven’t  said  how 
you  got  rid  of  that  three  feet  of  ice  on  the  deck.  That’s  in  your 
way.” 

The  old  fellow  was  cornered,  and  scratched  his  head  for  a  minute 
in  order  to  get  his  ideas  into  shape. 

“  Why,  I  thought  I  told  you,”  he  said,  “  that  we  got  all  hands  to¬ 
gether  and  just  made  short  work - ” 

A  sudden  exclamation  from  Doublequick,  who  was  walking  on 
ahead  with  Petersen,  brought  the  tale  to  an  untimely  end. 

They  had  approached  to  within  a  quarter  of  a  mile  of  the  stranded 
ship  when  an  unexpected  catastrophe  took  place. 

There  was  a  sudden  puff  of  white  smoke,  a  flash  of  living  flame,  a 
•deafening  roar,  and  then  the  ship  was  blown  to  atoms,  the  fragments 
falling  at  the  very  feet  of  the  party. 

All  hands  rushed  forward  to  investigate  the  cause  of  the  explosion, 
Binnacle  muttering  sadly  to  himself: 

“  Another  good  story  gone  to  thunder,  and  just  as  I  was  gettin’  to 
the  crisis!” 


CHAPTER  XV. 

LOUIS  MAKES  A  PROPOSITION. 

Louis  Gilbert  once  having  made  up  his  mind  to  go  in  search  of 
his  brother,  lost  no  time  in  carrying  out  his  daring  resolution. 

It  was  in  vain  that  his  friends  protested  that  he  could  do  better  by 
remaining  at  home  and  letting  others  conduct  the  search.  He  de¬ 
clared  that  it  was  his  duty  to  go,  and  go  he  would,  or  never  forgive 
himself  as  long  as  he  lived. 

He  could  give  up  his  business,  he  said,  and  as  for  his  mother,  she 
did  not  attempt  to  dissuade  him,  and  that  was  evidence  enough  that 
she  thought  he  ought  to  go. 

She  was  in  comfortable  circumstances  and  in  no  danger  of  annoy¬ 
ance  from  old  Horner,  and  therefore  he  could  leave  her  with  a  clear 
conscience  to  go  in  search  of  his  lost  brother,  and  if  not  able  to  res¬ 
cue  him  at  least  to  bring  home  his  remains. 

He  was  told  that  it  would  be  of  no  use  to  go  into  the  Southern 
Ocean  at  that  time,  for,  when  he  reached  there,  the  ice  would  not 
have  broken  up,  and  the  vessel  would  be  unable  to  proceed. 

There  was  no  chance  that  the  castaways  would  have  survived  the 
terrors  of  an  Antarctic  winter,  even  if  they  had  found  a  shelter  upon 
the  almost  unknown  continent  they  had  reached,  said  his  advisers, 
and  he  had  better  await  the  news  from  the  fleet,  which  would  be  in 
that  neighborhood  in  a  few  months. 

“  You  know  they  rarely  go  as  far  down  as  that,”  he  said,  “  and  if 
they  did  think  of  the  weary  months  I  should  have  to  wait.  Double- 
quick  asks  for  help,  and  I  must  give  it  to  him.” 

“  And  how  do  you  propose  to  get  there!”  asked  one.  “  Shall  you 
charter  a  vessel?” 

“  No,  of  course  not.  I  can  go  as  a  common  sailor  in  the  next 
vessel  that  is  going  down,  and  when  there  I  shall  be  able  to  get  the 
first  news.” 

“  You  said  yourself  that  vessels  did  not  go  so  far  south  as  that. 
How  will  you  get  the  news  then?” 


u  At  Talcalmana  or  the  Bay  of  Islands,  New  Zealand,  I  shall  he- . 
of  him  if  he  is  still  alive.  I’m  bound  to  carry  this  thing  thro^' 
and  you  need  not  raise  any  more  objections.” 

“  You  certainly  will  not  refuse  to  listen  to  reason,  will  you,  ^ 
boy?”  asked  Mr.  Cook,  the  lawyer.  “  You  ought,  if  you  intend  l 
conduct  this  search  properly,  to  have  a  vessel  of  your  own,  or,  • 
least,  under  your  control,  so  that - ” 

“  Then  I’ll  get  one,”  said  Louis,  excitedly.  “  I  can  do  it  if  \  trv 

and  I’m  going  to  try  right  away.” 

Chance,  or  what  you  will,  favored  him  in  this  regard  more  than  i. 
had  any  idea  of,  aud  I  will  proceed  to  relate  at  once  in  due  form  L 
it  all  came  about. 

Louis  rushed  from  the  lawyer’s  office  with  only  a  half-formed  pU:, 
pose,  but,  as  he  hurried  along  Purchase  street,  it  8uddenlykmol(iedit8eii 
into  a  most  daring  proposition. 

This  was  nothing  less  than  to  ask  Mr.  Warner  to  send  his  vessel 
which  was  all  ready  for  sea,  but  which  had  delayed  sailing  on  K 
count  of  the  bad  weather,  in  search  of  Doublequick  and  his  friends, 

The  very  boldness  of  this  proposal  almost  staggered  the  boy  him. 
self,  for  it  was  considerable  to  ask  of  a  man  who  had  always  snubbei 
him,  and  who  but  a  few  months  before  had  accused  him  of  robbery, 

The  matter  had  just  taken  full  shape  in  his  mind,  wheu  of  a  sudden 
he  heard  a  frightened  scream  and  an  exclamation  of  horror  from  Uw 
passers-by. 

He  turned  and  saw  an  elegant  sleigh,  drawn  by  two  powerful 
horses,  come  dashing  down  the  street  at.  a  terrible  pace. 

The  sole  occupant  of  the  sleigh  was  a  young  lady,  who  seemed 
actually  powerless  from  fright,  aud  who  had  sunk  down  amoDg  the 
robes  aud  covered  her  face  with  her  hands. 

There  was  no  coachman,  and  the  horses  had  evidently  become 
frightened  at  something  and  started  off  at  this  terrible  pace  upon  their 
own  account. 

A  little  further  down  the  street  was  crowded  with  vehicles,  and  a 
collision  was  inevitable,  unless  the  frightened  and  plunging  steeds 
were  brought  instantly  to  a  standstill. 

Louis  took  in  the  situation  at  a  glance,  and  resolved  to  save  the 
young  lady,  though  at  the  most  imminent  peril. 

He  did  not  know  who  she  was,  but  that  did  not  make  any  difference, 
for  he  was  naturally  chivalrous,  and  would  have  rescued  a  beggar  girl, 
had  she  been  in  peril,  as  quickly  as  though  she  had  been  the  proudest 
lady  in  the  land, 

Taking  one  look  about  him,  he  sprang  forward  and  seized  the  bridle 
of  one  of  the  horses,  throwing  himself  back  and  putting  forth  all  bis 
strength. 

He  planted  his  feet  firmly  in  the  snow  and  brought  the  powerful 
animal  back  upon  his  haunches,  while  in  a  voice  of  stern  command, 
though  in  low  tones,  he  called  out: 

“  Whoa!  whoa,  I  say!” 

The  horse  plunged  and  reared,  but  at  that  moment  several  men 
came  forward,  and,  standing  in  front  of  the  steeds,  compelled  them 
to  stand. 

Louis  then  released  his  hold  upon  the  rein  and  turned  to  reassure 
the  occupant  of  the  sleigh  that  the  danger  was  over,  and  to  offer  bn 
further  services,  if  required. 

What  was  his  astonishment,  when  the  lady  arose  and  faced  him,  t 
And  that  he  had  rescued  Dora  Warner  herself. 

“  Oh,  Louis!”  she  said,  “  I  am  so  glad  it  was  you!  I  wouldn’t  bavt 
had  any  one  else  do  it  for  the  world.” 

“Neither  would  I,”  he  answered,  gallantly;  “and  I  hope  if  at.' 
thing  of  the  kind  ever  happens  again  that  I  shall  be  on  hand.” 

“  It  was  all  iny  own  carelessness.  Papa  told  me  I  ought  to  tafr 
John  along  because  the  horses  were  restless,  but  I  hate  to  be  bother? 
with  a  coachman.” 

“  And  so  the  horses  ran  away  with  you?” 

“Yes,  and  I  was  so  frightened  that  I  almost  fainted,  and  expect' 
every  moment  to  be  thrown  out.” 

“  So  you  see,  a  coachman  is  a  useful  thing  to  have  around,  a11* 
all.” 

“  I’ve  been  out  before  with  them  alone,  and  they  never  acted 
I  suppose  that  they  got  excited,  and  knew  that  there  wasn’t  any®*5 
around,  the  horrid  things !” 

Louis  laughed,  and  then  said  pleasantly: 

“  Don’t  blame  the  poor  horses.  I  am  sure  I  am  very  grateful 
i  them  for  giving  me  au  opportunity  for  doin<r  vou  so  <vreat  a  seif*1'1 
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•  I’m  awfully  glad;  but  1  sha’n’t  go  out  without  a  coachman  again.” 

“  Are  you  going  home  now?” 

•*  Yes.  1  was;  but  I’m  afraid  now,  because  I  haven’t  any - ” 

*•  Coachman?  Permit  me  to  accept  that  position  for  a  short  time.” 

**  Oil,  won’t  that  be  nice?  And  can  you  drive?” 

**  Certainly;  and  I  will  if  I  may.” 

“  Of  course  yon  may.  Get  right  in.” 

The  drive  home  was  prolonged  rather  longer  than  necessary,  and 
for  a  coachman  Louis  was  certainly  remarkably  attentive  to  the 
youung  lady;  but  all  things  must  have  an  end,  and  at  last  they  drove 
into  the  grounds  of  Mr.  Warner's  elegant  mansion,  and  Louis  gave 
up  the  horses  to  the  man  whose  duties  he  had  more  than  well  per¬ 
formed. 

Mr.  Warner  was  soon  informed  of  the  affair,  and  forgetting  his 
pride,  said  heartily: 

“  I  am  deeply  gratified,  my  hoy,  at  your  noble  conduct.  I  know 
you  are  sufficiently  repaid  by  your  own  proud  feelings  at  being  able 
to  do  me  a  favor  in  return  for  the  annoyance  I  have  caused  you,  but 
ask  any  favor  yon  wish,  and  I  will  grant  it.”  i 

“  Theu,”  cried  Louis,  suddenly,  as  his  pet  project  darted  through 
his  miud,  “  send  your  vessel  out  to  fiud  my  brother,  and  let  me  go 
along.” 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

BARGAINING  FOR  BLOOD. 

For  a  moment  the  millionaire  did  not  speak,  and  then  he  burst  into 
a  laugh,  a  good-natured  one,  though,  and  one  which  did  not  offend 
Louis  iu  the  least. 

In  that  brief  interval  the  wealthy  merchant  had  had  time  to  think  of 
the  promise  he  had  given,  and  he  almost  expected  that  the  boy  was 
going  to  ask  him  for  his  daughter’s  hand. 

The  reply,  therefore,  was  so  unexpected,  and  yet  so  practical  and 
evincing  such  a  business-like  spirit,  that  he  was  obliged  to  laugh, 
and  yet  in  a  perfectly  good-natured  manner. 

“  To  be  sure  I  will,”  be  answered.  “  That  is,  if  you  will  show  me 
that  it  is  perfectly  practicable.” 

“  I  have  not  the  least  doubt  of  it,  sir.  Have  you  read  the  very 
latest  news?  The  poor  fellows  had  reached  land,  and  you  can  just 
bet  that  if  my  brother  Fred  gets  on  land,  even  if  it  is  uninhabited, 
he’s  going  to  get  along.” 

Mr.  Warner  laughed  at  the  boy’s  excitement,  and  then  said  cor¬ 
dially; 

“Stay  and  dine  with  me,  my  boy,  and  we  will  talk  over  this  mat¬ 
ter.  The  vessel  is  all  ready  and  nothing  needed  but  a  crew,  and  if 
we  decide  to  send  her  out  we  can  soon  find  that  and  fit  them  out.” 

“  Don’t  go  to  old  Horner  then,  or  he’ll  cheat  the  eye-ieeth  out  of 
the  men.  He’s  the  worst  shark  in  the  business.” 

“  I  don’t  think  I  have  anything  to  fear  from  him,”  said  Mr.  Warner, 
adding  in  a  tone  which  he  supposed  Louis  did  not  hear:  “  I  know 
too  much  about  the  old  scoundrel,  and  I  suspect  a  good  deal  more 
than  I  know.” 

Louis  heard  this,  however,  and  remembered  it. 

At  dinner  the  proposition  was  talked  over  at  considerable  length, 
Mr.  Warner  finally  agreeing  with  his  youug  guest  that  the  affair  was 
a  perfectly  practical  one,  and  particularly  as  Dora  added  her  persua¬ 
sions  to  the  arguments  already  brought  forward,  and  which  the  mill¬ 
ionaire  deemed  unanswerable. 

In  a  few  days  the  news  of  the  finding  of  the  oar  was  confirmed,  and 
full  particulars  given,  the  affair  causing  much  excitement  in  New 
Bedford. 

The  castaways  all  had  friends  in  the  city,  particularly  Douhlequick, 
Spank,  and  the  mate,  and  when  it  was  rumored  that  an  expedition 
was  going  in  search  of  them,  many  who  were  interested  iu  liieir  fate 
came  forward  and  offered  their  services. 

If  there  had  been  no  other  reason  why  Mr.  Warner  should  send  out 
his  vessel  upon  this  errand,  there  was  one  which  would  have  had  con¬ 
siderable  weight  with  him,  and  that  was  that  it  would  make  him 
popular  to  do  so. 

He  had  long  had  aspirations  for  a  seat  in  the  Legislature  of  his 
State,  and  he  plainly  foresaw  that  if  this  expedition  were  successful  it 
would  be  one  of  the  means  for  bringing  about  the  consummation  of 
his  ardent  desires. 

Let  us  do  him  the  justice,  however,  to  state  that  he  had  better 
reasons  than  the  mere  desire  to  render  himself  popular,  and  that  he 
really  took  a  lively  interest  in  tlie  safety  of  the  castaways,  and  was 
perfectly  willing  to  do  what  he  could  toward  rescuing  them  from  tneir 
perilous  situation. 

Louis  was  in  raptures,  for  he  was  to  make  one  of  the  rescuing 
party,  and  he  often  laughed  gleefully  at  Mr.  Cook  for  having  thrown 
so  many  obstacles  in  his  path  only  to  see  them  dashed  aside. 

The  expedition  being  an  established  fact,  offers  to  join  the  crew 
were  received  from  a  large  number  of  persons,  those  that  were  desira¬ 
ble  being  accepted,  and  the  others  respectfully  declined. 

A  first  rate  captain  anu  crew  were  selected,  old  whalers  being  pre¬ 
ferred,  as  the  vessel  was  not  altered,  and  it  was  the  intention  of  the 
owner  that  if  whales  were  sighted  upon  the  voyage  they  should  be 
hunted  as  though  it  was  an  ordinary  whaling  voyage,  the  vessel  to 
proceed  on  her  way  thereafter,  and  the  officers  to  couiiuct  as  rigid  a 
search  a3  circumstances  would  permit. 

Some  persons  criticised  this  mingling  of  business  with  duty  pretty 
--harply,  though  there  was  no  reason  why  they  should,  for  there  would 
f  e  times  when  the  crew  would  be  idle,  and  it  was  no  more  than  their 
keeping  n  harmony  demahded  that  they  should  be  employed  when¬ 
ever  an  occasion  offered. 


That  old  hypocrite,  norner,  was  very  much  interested  in  the  affair, 
particularly  when  he  heard  that  Louis  Gilbert  was  going,  and  he 
talked  with  Jack  confidentially  upon  the  subject  for  hours  at  a  time. 

“  I’m  glad  the  young  scamp  is  going,”  he  chuckled,  “  for  now  I 
will  have  a  chance  to  get  even  with  him.  Keep  your  eye  open  for 
Portuguese  John,  Jack,  and  send  him  to  me  as  soon  as  you  see 
him.” 

This  was  before  the  crew  list  of  the  ship  T.  A.  Warner  had  been 
completed. 

The  man  called  Portuguese  John  was  a  sailor  who  had  made  many 
voyages  both  to  the  Arctic  and  Antarctic  oceans,  and  was  considered 
a  valuable  man  to  have  upon  such  an  expedition  as  that  upon  which 
the  Warner  was  now  bound. 

Two  or  three  days  after  the  conversation  with  Jack  this  man  walked 
into  old  Horner’s  store,  having  been  told  by  the  youDg  rascal  that  the 
aged  rascal  wished  to  see  him. 

“  You  wauta  me,  Mistaire  Horn*?”  he  asked.  “  You  have  a  sheep 
fora  me?” 

“  I  want  you  to  go  on  the  Warner.  Don’t  say  anything  about  me, 
though,  you  pesky  scoundrel,  or  you  won’t  get  on.  Old  Warner  don’t 
like  me,  drat  him.” 

“  You  wanta  me  go  ona  this  sheep,  but  you  no  wanta  me  say  Mis¬ 
taire  Horn’  seuda  me.  You  have  something  toa  settle  weelh  Mistaire 
Warn’?” 

“  No,  but  with  young  Douhlequick,  Louis  Gilbert — you  know  him, 
consarn  him,  I  know  you  do.” 

The  Portuguese  showed  his  white  teeth  and  grinned  until  the  little 
gold  rings  in  his^ears  touched  his  cheeks.; 

“  Yes,  I  known  him— his  broth’  fighta  me,  makea  blood  to  my  nose. 

I  should  likea  kill  him!” 

The  word  was  hissed  out  in  a  manaer  that  showed  plainly  enough 
the  vindictive  hatred  that  inspired  this  miserable  creature. 

“  You  can  do  so  if  you  meet  him,  John;  and  anyhow,  get  this  little 
fellow  out  of  the  way.  I  know  you’d  do  it  for  the  asking.” 

But  the  wily  Portuguese  had  other  plans  in  view,  and  he  said: 

“  How  moche  you  paya  me,  heh?  I  do  nota  work  fora  nothing.” 

“  Blast  your  dirty  hide!”  snapped  the  shark,  adding  words  which, 
although  not  profane,  for  the  old  hypocrite  was  not  manly  enough  to 
swear,  would  at  least  have  been  out  of  place  iu  a  church,  “I  can  hang 
you,  you  nasty  pig,  and  you  ask  me  how  much  I’ll  pay  you!  Drat 
you  for  a  scurvy  dog,  you  ought  to  be  glad  to  do  what  I  tell  you  for 
nothing.” 

The  Portuguese  paled,  for  he  knew  the  old  rascal  had  him  in  hia 
power,  and  would  not  scruple  to  exercise  it,  so  he  answered  pres¬ 
ently: 

“  Oh,  Mistaire  Horn*,  I  don’ta  likea  this  thing  to  be  done  for  noth¬ 
ing,  but  eef  youa  say  I  most,  then  I  will.  I  likea  mon’,  but  I  batea 
him,  and  I  will  kill  his  broth'  and  sis*  and  moth’  and  everybody  of  his. 

I  will  go  ona  this  sheep,  suppose  they  takea  me.” 

“  They  must,  you  loafer,  for  you’re  a  good  man  in  cold  climates. 
And  come  to  ine  for  your  outfit,  you  ruffian,  or  I'll  give  you  dead 
away.” 

“  Haw!  Mistaire  Horn’,  I  knowa  you — you  chargea  me  two  dollar 
half  for  Dungaree  jump’,  t’ree  doll’  for  pantaloon,  seven  doll’  for  mees- 
erable  blanket,  not  last  two  months,  one  doll’  pound  for  tabac’,  buy 
him  everywhere  for  fifi*  cent.  No,  no,  Mistaire  Horn*,  I  get  outfit 
some  oth’  man,  but  I  killa  you  this  leetle  man  you  tella  me  ’bout.  I 
lay  for  him  with  knife,  stab  quick,  in  dark.” 

“  That’s  right,  you  ugly  devil,  get  him  out  of  the  way  just  as  you 
like  and  run  your  own  risks.  I  don’t  care  if  you  get  knocked  on  the 
head  yourself  either.  Now  get  out  with  you;  I  don’t  want  to  be  seen 
talking  with  you.” 

The  next  day  Portuguese  John  informed  the  miserable  hypocrite 
that  he  had  secured  a  position  on  the  Warner,  at  which  Horner 
chuckled. 

And  this  man  was  called  a  Christian,  and  when  all  of  our  large 
cities  are  full  of  just  such  creatures,  it  is  no  wonder  that  men  become 
infidels. 

“  Ha — ha!”  he  laughed  to  himself.  “  We’ll  see  who  wins  now,  me 
or  Doublequick!” 

CHAPTER  XVII. 

READY  TOR  SEA— LOUIS’  JOURNAL  BEGUN. 

The  Warner  was  ready  to  sail  in  about  a  week,  and  considerable  ex¬ 
citement  was  felt  in  the  town  over  her  intended  departure,  there  being 
so  many  friends  of  the  missing  men  who  were  anxious  to  hear  of  their 
fate. 

Louis  Gilbert  bade  his  mother  and  sweetheart  good-by,  and  prom¬ 
ised  them  both  that  he  would  not  return  until  he  had  either  foundFred 
or  learned  his  faie. 

Dora  would  have  liked  to  accompany  Louis,  but  this  was  out  of  the 
question,  so  she  made  hitn  promise  to  keep  a  diary  and  to  preserve  it 
until  he  returned,  that  she  might  read  it,  and  also  that  he  would  write 
to  her  everytime  he  had  an  opportunity  to  send  a  letter. 

His  mother  was  loath  to  have  the  boy  go,  but  she  knew  how  much 
he  loved  his  brother,  and  as  he  considered  it  his  duty,  she  did  not 
have  the  heart  to  dissuade  him  from  his  purpose,  although  it  made 
her  sorrowful  to  think  of  the  chance  of  both  her  boys  being  lost,  and 
that  she  might  never  see  them  again. 

At  last  the  vessel  sailed,  amid  hearty  cheers  and  the  firing  of  can¬ 
non,  Dora  and  her  father  going  down  the  bay  with  it,  and  returning 
on  a  tug-boat  which  accompanied  the  voyagers  a  part  of  the  way. 

Then  the  final  leave-takings  were  made,  and  Louis  stood  upon  the 
quarter  deck  until  he  could  see  not  the  least  speck  upon  the  water, 
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where  he  had  last  seen  his  darling  upon  the  deck  of  the  tug,  and 
the  receding  shores  told  him  that  by  morning  they  would  be  upon 

the  boundless  ocean,  .  .  .  .  , 

As  we  have  alluded  to  the  diary  which  he  promised  to  keep,  and 

which  he  bewail  upon  that  very  day,  we  will  from  time  to  time  make 
extracts  from  it,  as  in  that  form  the  boy’s  adventures  will  seem  more 
interesting  than  if  told  in  the  third  person,  though  occasionally  we 
shall  be  compelled  to  resort  to  that  method.  ,  . 

For  the  present,  therefore,  we  will  take  the  diary  omitting  dates  and 
matter  of  no  particular  importance  to  the  story,  such  as  meteorologi¬ 
cal  observations  and  records  of  distances  traveled,  tbe  position  of  the 
vessel,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing. 

The  first  extract  is  written  concerning  tiie  events  from  the  time 
when  the  vessel  was  three  days’  out,  and  from  that  the  narrative  pro- 

£00(j3  * 

“  This  morning  I  was  very  much  astonished  to  hear  one  of  the 
officers  say  that  he  thought  there  was  a  stowaway  upon  the  vessel,  for 
X  cannot  see  what  inducements  a  person  can  have  to  go  upon  such  a 
voyage  as  ours  unless  they  have  friends  among  the  missing,  and  in 
that  case  it  would  not  be  necessary  to  hide  in  the  ship,  as  they  could 
go  for  the  asking. 

“  However,  the  meD  began  to  search  for  the  hidden  person,  and 
after  a  long  hunt,  for  the  fellow  evidently  knew  they  were  looking  for 
him,  and  tried  to  get  out  of  their  reach,  who  should  appear  in  the 
grasp  of  a  stout  sailor  but  my  old  enemy,  Jack  Horner. 

“  I  can  conceive  of  only  one  reason  for  his  stowing  away,  and  that 
is  that  somebody  has  put  it  into  his  head  to  follow  me  aud  do  me  an 
injury,  if  possible;  most  likely  bis  hypocritical  old  father,  who  I  know 
hates  me  worse  for  losing  a  chance  to  cheat  a  man  out  of  a  dollar. 

“Jack  made  a  great  ado  when  they  brought  him  on  deck,  and  was 
quite  troublesome,  kicking  and  scratching  at  a  great  rate,  until  one 
of  the  sailors  threatened  to  throw  him  overboard,  when  he  quieted 
down  remarkably  quick. 

“  When  asked  what  made  him  stow  away  on  the  vessel  he  said  he 
had  got  tired  of  knocking  around  New  Bedford,  that  his  father  licked 
him  all  the  time,  and  that  if  he  was  ever  going  to  be  worth  anything 
he  thought  he’d  better  get  away  and  start  fresh  somewhere  else. 

“  I  don’t  believe  anything  of  the  sort,  and  I  think  the  miserable 
young  scamp  was  lying,  and  that  someone  got  him  to  slow  away  so 
that  lie  could  do  me  a  mischief. 

“  He  began  at  once  to  try  and  make  friends  with  me,  and  the  cap¬ 
tain  asked  me  if  I  wanted  him  in  the  cabin  to  amuse  me.  The  idea  of 
being  amused  by  such  a  scalawag!  I  wouldn’t  have  the  miserable 
pup  around,  and  I  told  tiie  captain  so. 

“  Then  Jack  begged  to  be  aloud  to  stay,  but  the  cook  kicked  him 
out,  and  told  him  to  go  and  peel  a  lot  of  potatoes,  that  he  was  good 
for  nothing  but  a  scullion  anyhow,  and  that  if  he  didn’t  he  would 
throw  a  belaying  pm  at  his  head. 

“  Portuguese  John  seemed  annoyed  at  the  boy's  having  been  dis¬ 
covered  on  board,  and  in  the  afternoon  I  heard  him  scolding  away  at 
a  great  rate,  Jack  being  in  his  room  with  him. 

“  There  was  no  need  of  trying  to  hear  what  they  were  talking 
about,  for  John  spoke  so  loud  that  I  could  hear  every  word  he  said 
as  plain  as  if  he  had  been  alongside. 

“  He  wanted  to  know  what  Jack  meant  by  coming  aboard,  and 
what  he  meant  to  do  now  that  he  was  aboard,  whether  his  dashed 
old  father  had  sent  him,  and  why  the  deuce  one  man  wasn’t  enough 
for  the  job  on  hand. 

“  Jack  did  not  talk  loud  enough  for  me  to  hear  whac  he  said, 
and  so  I  could  not  catch  the  connection,  John  swearing  and  cursing, 
saying  that  old  Horner  was  a  rascal  and  Jack  only  fit  to  be  thrown 
to  the  sharks,  that  he  was  not  going  to  be  interfered  with,  and  that 
if  young  Gilbert  was  to  be  put  out  of  the  way - 

“I  did  not  think  I  ought  to  listen  any  more,  and  so  I  rapped 
upon  the  partition  and  said  very  loud  that  if  they  had  any  secrets 
to  talk  about,  they’d  better  wait  until  I  wasn’t  around,  and  at  any 
rate,  not  to  make  so  much  noise  about  it. 

“  John’s  door  opened  immediately  and  the  man  himself  appeared, 
his  face  red  and  inflamed  with  passion,  his  lips  tightly  closed  and  his 
eyes  rolling  like  a  tiger’s. 

“  He  had  Jack  Horner  by  tiie  shirt  collar,  and  pushiug  him  out 
into  the  cabin,  quickened  his  movements  by  applying  his  toe  to  the 
lad’s  trousers,  at  the  same  time  telling  him  not  to  dare  enter  his  room 
again  if  he  didn’t  want  to  be  scalped. 

“  He  said  nothing  to  me,  but  slammed  his  door  quickly,  fastening 
it  by  both  bolt  and  lock,  and  never  coming  out  until  supper-time. 

“  Jack  Horner  went  into  the  forecastle,  and  this  evening  I  saw  him 
helping  the  cook  get  supper,  and  working  like  a  beaver  for  once  in  his 
life,  splitting  wood,  going  into  the  hold  for  water,  watching  the  pork 
frying,  and  a  dozen  other  tilings. 

“  I  went  forward  to  speak  to  one  of  the  seamen,  and  Master  Jack 
made  a  wry  face  at  me,  but  I  don’t  care  for  such  things  as  that,  and  I 
paid  no  attention  to  him. 

“  *  have  never  liked  Portuguese  John,  and  I  don’t  like  him  any  bet¬ 
ter  since  what  lie  said  about  getting  rid  of  me;  I  don’t  know  exactly 
what  he  means,  but  he  looks  like  a  bad  man,  and  I  have  heard  that 
when  he  was  mate  of  the  Lucinda  he  made  a  sick  man  work  at  the 
brakes  when  they  were  cutting  in  a  whale  until  he  actually  fell  down 
dead. 

‘  He  has  a  hard  name  and  looks  cruel,  and  I  don’t  like  Portuguese 
men  anyhow— they  are  too  treacherous.  This  fellow  daren’t  look  you 
straight  in  the  eye.  To-night,  just  before  I  left  deck  for  the  last  time, 
1  saw  him  standing  in  tiie  shadow  muttering  to  himself,  and  when  I 
said  good-night  to  him  he  started  as  if  shot.  If  I  catch  him  at  any  of 


his  nonsense— for  I  think  now  that  he  wants  to  kill  me — I  sLall  tell  the 
captain,  and  black  this  fellow’s  eye  in  the  bargain.” 

CHAPTER  XVIII. 
loujs’  narrative  continued. 

“  To-day  we  sighted  a  lone  whale  and  as  everything  we  get  in  that 
line  is  so  much  more  for  the  men,  the  boats  were  lowered  and  put 
after  him. 

“  I  went  with  the  captain  and  saw  the  whole  business,  and  it’s  jolly 
fun,  only  terribly  exciting  and  rather  dangerous. 

“  I  never  had  any  idea  that  a  whale  could  be  so  big,  but  tLis  one 
was  over  a  hundred  feet  long,  and  so  big  that  yon  could  stand  along, 
side  of  his  head  aud  reach  as  high  as  you  could,  and  then  not  come 
anywhere  near  the  top  of  it. 

“  I  was  glad  that  I  didn’t  go  in  John’s  boat,  for  I  believe  he  would 
throw  me  overboard  if  he  got  a  good  chance,  or  stick  a  harpoon  into 
me,  or  something  of  that,  sort,  for  from  whar,  I  have  seen  of  him  since 
the  day  that  Jack  Horner  appeared,  I  am  convinced  that  he  is  here  for 
the  express  purpose  of  gettiug  rid  of  me. 

“It  was  very  lucky  for  me  that  I  suspected  the  man’s  purpose  po 
quick,  for  otherwise  I  might  have  suffered.  He  did  not  expect  Jack, 
and  I  think  he  imagines  that  old  Horner  sent  his  boy  out  to  watch 
him,  and  he  doesn’t  like  it  a  bit. 

“  I  suppose  he  must  know  that  I  suspect  him,  but  he  makes  no 
attempt  to  become  friends  with  me,  for  fear,  I  presume,  that  I  will 
avoid  him  so  much  that  he  won’t  have  any  chance  to  carry  out  his 
agreeable  intentions. 

“I  don’t  avoid  him  as  it  is,  but  I  keep  a  mighty  sharp  lookout  upon 
him,  aud  don’t  give  him  any  chance  to  hurt  me,  aud  at  night  when  he 
is  on  deck  I  always  am  careful  that  someone  is  with  me. 

“  But  to  get  back  to  the  whale,  the  sight  of  which  gave  me  a  great 
deal  of  excitement,  as  it  did  everyone  on  board,  for  a  big  whale  repre¬ 
sents  just  so  much  money  to  a  sailor. 

“  These  fellows  usually  go  in  schools,  though  sometime  whalers  run 
across  a  lone  one,  as  in  this  case,  and  then  the  chase  is  apt  to  be  pretty 
lively. 

“  Tbe  boat  I  was  in,  which  was  headed  by  the  captain,  got  away 
first,  and  we  made  a  dead  set  for  the  monster,  who  didn’t  seem  to  know 
we  were  coming. 

“  When  I  asked  to  go  in  the  boat  I  volunteered  to  row,  because 
there’s  no  room  for  idle  hands  iu  a  whale  boat  when  a  chase  is  goiDg 
on,  and  so  I  took  the  stroke  oar,  and  occasionally  changed  places  with 
the  captain,  aud  steered  until  we  got  near  the  whale. 

“  He  didn’t  make  any  particular  fuss  until  we  got  righl  alongside 
and  the  barpooner  stuck  an  iron  in  him,  when  he  began  to  slash  t 
around  in  a  fearful  manner,  the  captain  giving  a  dozen  orders  iu  a 
minute. 

“  It  was  ‘  stern  *  one  second,  ‘  pull  ahead  *  the  next,  *  lay  *  the  next, . 
and  then  ‘stern  ’  or  *  pull  ahead  ’  again,  and  the  water  fairly  boiled 
around  us. 

“Then  the  iron  snapped  in  two,  and  the  boat-steerer  began  to  scold 
at  the  contractor  for  furnishing  such  poor  steel,  and  wishing  that  the 
harpoon  was  stuck  in  his  back. 

“  The  whale  got  away,  but  for  all  that  he  was  so  big,  he  didn’t  seem 
very  strong,  and  the  old  man — that’s  the  captain — said  that  he  guessed 
he  was  sick,  and  that  we  might  find  some  ambergris  in  him,  aud  that’s 
worth  its  weight  in  gold. 

“The  other  boats  were  beginning  to  draw  up  on  us,  for  there  wasn’t 
wind  euough  to  put  up  our  sail,  and  when  the  captain  saw  this  he 
yelled  out  for  us  to  pull  as  bard  as  we  knew  how,  and  that  we 
would  soon  catch  up  with  the  whale  again. 

“When  a  whale  gets  ofl  after  having  an  iron  in  him  it  is  almost 
impossible  to  come  up  with  him  again,  but  this  fellow,  after  going  1 
ahead  for  a  time,  seemed  to  stop,  as  if  waiting  for  us  to  couie 
along. 

“  1  had  a  good  look  at  him,  and  I  confess  I  did  not  like  the  appear¬ 
ance  of  his  flukes,  one  blow  from  which  would  have  smashed  our 
boat  into  kindling  wood. 

“  He  was  a  dark  gray  in  color,  the  hump  and  flukes  being  quite 
black,  aud  a  decided  ‘fishy’  odor  came  from  him,  though  a  whale 
is  not,  strictly  speaking,  a  fish,  being  warm-blooded,  aud  having  a 
heart  and  lungs. 

“  He  answers  all  the  purposes  of  a  fish,  however,  and  we  had  a 
nice  little  harpoon  ready  to  stick  into  him  as  soon  as  we  could  draw  i 
near  enough,  which  we  managed  to  do  iu  about  half  an  hour  after  he  3 
had  got  away. 

“  This  time  the  barpooner  got  an  iron  which  he  was  sure  would  j 
not  break,  and,  watchiug  his  opportunity,  launched  it  deep  into  the  ! 
creature’s  side  when  within  only  six  feet  of  him,  putting  iu  his  third  I 
and  last  harpoon  immediately  afterwards. 

“  The  captain  was  somewhat  disappointed  that  the  whale  did  not  I 
make  us  more  trouble,  for  when  he  went  forward  and  took  the  bar-  I 
pooner’s  place,  while  the  latter  steered,  he  fairly  churned  the  monster  fl 
with  a  lance,  the  whale  taking  it  as  coolly  as  you  please,  and  never  I 
even  shaking  his  tail  at  us. 

“  There  was  no  flurry  to  speak  of,  and  in  a  few  moments  the  whale  1 
turned  on  his  side,  dead,  and  fastening  a  line  around  Ins  tail  vve  * 
towed  him  to  tiie  ship,  the  other  boats  giving  us  a  little  help,  ns  ha  ? 
was  such  a  big  one. 

“  When  he  was  brought  alongside,  chains  were  let  out  fore  and  aft  f 
and  fastened  about  his  head  and  tail,  and  another  around  the  middle  V] 
to  prevent  him  floating  away,  the  work  of  stripping  off  the  blubber 
then  beginning.  , 

“  Tina  kind  of  work*  was  a  little  loo  dirty  for  me,  so  I  kept  on  the! 


DOUBLEQUICK. 


19 


on<c»  and  watched  the  others,  young  Jack  Ilorner  being  set  to  work 
taming  the  grindstone,  the  different  sorts  of  knives  having  to  be  fre¬ 
quently  sharpened. 

**  Suddenly  one  of  the  spades,  or  long-handled  knives,  used  for 
stripping  ofl  the  blubber,  struck  against  something  hard,  and  a  big 
piece  was  chipped  out. 

•*  A  mau  fastened  a  rope  around  his  waist,  and  jumping  right  upon 
the  slippery  back  of  the  dead  whale,  began  cutting  down  to  see  wbat 
the  thing  was  which  had  dulled  the  knife. 

**  He  thrust  his  hands  deep  into  the  flesh  and  tugged  away  for 
some  moments,  presently  bringing  up  in  his  reekirg,  bloody  bands 
the  shank  of  a  harpoon. 

“  He  heid  it  up  to  ihe  light,  and  then  said,  suddenly: 

“  ‘That  ain’t  our  iron!  This  here  has  been  slickin’  in  the  critter’s 
side  fur  months,  and  he’s  sick  an’  sore  from  it.' 

“  4  Do  you  make  out  the  vessel’s  name  on  it?’  asked  the  captain, 
for  every  whaler  has  his  harpoous  marked  so  that  they  can  be  known 
if  they  are  ever  found. 

“  ‘Yes,  I  can,’  said  the  man,  4  and  this  'ere  iron  was  thrown  from 
one  of  the  boats  of  the  bark  Skipper’s  Bride.’ 

44  4  Donblequick’s  vessel!’  1  shouted.  *  I’ll  bet  this  is  the  very 
whale  that  he  went  after  the  time  he  was  lost.’ 

4  4  4  You  can’t  tell,  sonny,’  said  the  man.  throwing  the  piece  of  steel 
on  deek.  4  By  darn,  1  believe  there’s  another  one  embedded  in  the 
fellow’s  body.  No  wonder  he  felt  sick.  It’s  a  wonder  be  didn’t  die 
long  afore.’ 

“  While  the  man  was  trying  to  get  the  second  iron  I  had  jumped 
down  on  deck  and  picked  up  the  fragment  of  the  harpoon,  searching 
earnestly  for  certain  marks. 

44  I  knew  that  in  addition  to  the  marks  denoting  the  name  of  the 
vessel,  my  brother  put  a  mark  of  his  own  upon  the  particular  har¬ 
poons  he  used,  and  this  mark  1  could  not  find. 

44  Presently,  however,  the  man  threw  the  other  harpoon  on  deck, 
and  although  it  was  very  much  twisted  aud  bent,  and  covered  with 
rust,  I  found  the  mark  in  a  moment. 

“  ‘It  was  Doublequick  that  threw  this  harpoon!’  I  shouted. 

4  Hurrah,  boys,  for  this  assures  me  that  we  will  get  upon  bis  truck 
and  save  him  and  his  friends.’. 

“  4  Bully  for  Little  Doublequick!’  shouted  the  men,  and  when  they 
cheered  me,  I  felt  as  if  I  was  going  to  fly  right  away.” 

CHAPTER  XIX. 

PETERSEN  PROVES  TO  BE  A  FRIEND. 

With  the  blowing  up  of  the  stranded  ship  vanished  all  the  hopes 
which  the  castaways  had  formed  for  their  final  escape  from  this  deso¬ 
late  region,  and  they  were  once  more  cast  into  the  depths  of  despair. 

Beyond  doubt,  also,  there  would  have  been  many  things  on  board 
the  vessel  which  they  could  utilize  in  their  present  quarters,  which 
lacked  so  many  essentials. 

There  was  no  chance  now  that  they  would  see  another  wrecked 
vessel,  as  the  season  was  already  too  far  advanced  to  make  it  pos¬ 
sible  that  any  should  have  been  delayed  so  long  and  caught  by  the 
ice. 

That  the  destruction  of  the  vessel  had  been  the  work  of  the  evil- 
minded  Hulk  there  could  be  no  doubt,  for  no  one  but  a  man  with  his 
malignant  and  hateful  disposition  would  cut  off  bis  own  chances  of 
escape  purely  to  prevent  another  from  enjoying  himself. 

44  See  what  your  precious  comrades  have  done,”  said  Doublequick 
to  Petersen.  “The  ship  would  have  afforded  them  a  home,  and  they 
have  destroyed  it.” 

44  Tney  would  not  be  such  fools  as  that,”  cried  the  man,  forgetting 
that  he  had  said  his  companions  were  all  dead.  “They  would  know 
better  than  destroy  their  ship  without  having  the  material  to  build 
another.  No,  no,  it  is  your  man  Hulk  that  has  done  this.” 

“  Then  your  comrades  did  not  all  perish,  as  you  said  first?”  asked 
Doublequick,  looking  the  man  in  the  eye. 

Petersen  stammered,  aud  looked  very  much  confused,  but  before  he 
could  make  an  explanation,  Doublequick  said: 

“  How  did  you  happen  to  know  this  man  Hulk?  We  never  allude 
to  him.  You  have  seen  him  and  spoken  to  him,  you  and  your  com¬ 
panions.  How  many  are  there  of  you  all  told?” 

44  Four  besides  myself,  and  tlteu  there  is  Hulk,  but - ” 

“  Which  makes  six,  and  we  are  but  four.  You  are  armed  with 
guns,  too,  and  we  are  not,  with  the  exception  of  one  gun  used  in 
tiring  bombs.  You  could  have  attacked  us,  and  driven  us  out  if  you 
had  chosen.  Why  did  you  destroy  the  Ship?  that  we  might  have  no 
place  to  lay  our  heads,  aud  so  perish  miserably  of  cold  aud  starva¬ 
tion?”  i» ......  « 

44  By  Heaven,  I  swear  to  you - ” 

“  Were  you  worse  than  the  wild  beasts  that  you  were  not  content 
to  allow  us  to  live  quietly,  sharing  our  house  witli  you  had  you  asked 
it,  but  that  you  must  drive  us  out  to  perish  when  you  yourselves  were 
well  provided  for?”  ' 

44  You  wrong  me— upon  my  life  you  do!”  cried  Petersen.  “  I  tell 
yon  I  don't  believe  my  comrades  would  do  such  a  wicked  thing  as 
l  hi*.  Listen  to  me,  and  you  will  not  think  me  so  bad  when  I  have 
finished.” 

“  Go  on.” 

“  The  vessel  was  caught  in  the  ice  as  you  saw  it,  and  all  but  my- 
and  four  companions  died  of  pnvatiou  and  exposure,  the  severe 
cold  prostrating  them  utterly. 

“  Tr.e  five  of  ns  marched  across  the  ice,  and  met  this  man  Hulk, 
wr,o  w  .a  living,  like  a  wild  beast,  in  a  cave, ‘half  starved  and  iusuffi- 
,y  clad,  and  from  him  we  heard  that  he  had  been  left  to  die  by 


his  comrades;  that  they  would  not  allow  him  to  live  with  them,  nor 
give  him  anything  to  eat;  that  they  iiad  even  tried  to  kill  him,  aud 
that  his  life  was  in  constant  danger.” 

44  If  he  said  all  that,  he  lies,”  spoke  up  Spank,  and  he  briefly  and 
rapidly  related  all  the  particulars  concerning  Hulk  aud  bis  disap¬ 
pearance. 

“  The  miserable  skunk  could  have  lived  with  us  all  the  time,”  lie 
said,  in  conclusion,  44  but  his  devilish  disposition  makes  him  prefer 
to  sulk  and  starve  than  to  be  comfortable  aud  make  himself  pleas¬ 
ant.” 

44  According  to  his  story  you  were  a  set  of  monsters,”  continued  l 
Petersen,  “  and  we  determined  to  rout  you  out,  not  that  we  wanted 
your  cave,  for  we  hud  made  Hulk’s  place  comfortable  from  things 
taken  out  of  the  ship,  but  because  you  had  been  so  cruel. 

44 1  was  chosen  to  make  my  way  among  you,  because  we  did  not 
want  to  iiave  a  fight,  and,  perhaps,  lose  some  of  our  men,  our  plan 
being  to  get  you  out  of  your  cave  by  strategy. 

“  Hulk  showed  me  the  place,  and  I  called  for  help,  os  you  will 
remember,  and  was  taken  inside.  I  found  you  so  much  different 
from  what  I  had  been  told  you  were  that  I  repented  of  my  design, 
and  determined  to  run  away  from  you  at  the  first  opportunity,  and 
let  you  live  in  peace. 

44  You  kept  too  steady  a  watch  on  me  for  that,  for  I  knew  when 
I  remained  on  guard  that  night  that  you  were  awake  and  watching 
me.  I  had  intended  to  run  away  then,  but  I  knew  that  if  I  did  any¬ 
thing  suspicious  I  should  be  shot  like  a  dog. 

44 1  desired  to  communicate  witli  my  friends,  and  tell  them  to 
abandon  their  plans,  but  you  kept  too  strict  a  guard  on  me  for 
that,  and  I  knew  that  somehow  or  other  you  had  discovered  their 
presence,  and  yet  I  dared  not  say  anything  about  them,  as  I  had  pre¬ 
viously  declared  that  they  were  dead. 

44  You  cannot  say  that  I  have  been  guilty  of  any  act  of  treachery 
since  I  came  with  you,  for  it  was  your  own  proposal  that  we  should 
visit  the  ship,  and  1  confess  I  am  as  much  astonished  as  you  to  find 
that  someone  has  destroyed  it. 

“  I  repeat  that  I  do  not  believe  it  was  my  companions.  Much  still 
remained  inside  of  great  value,  and  it  would  be  the  height  of  folly 
to  destroy  it.  I  will  wager  my  honor  that  it  was  Hulk,  and  no 
other,  who  did  the  dastardly  act,  in  the  hope  that  you  would  be  entirely 
desolate  and  homeless.” 

By  tliis  time  they  had  reached  the  scene  of  the  disaster,  and  found 
the  vessel  an  almost  total  wreck,  there  being  nothing  but  charred 
and  blackened  timbers  remaining,  and  not  many  of  them  of  sufficient 
length  to  be  available  for  anything  but  fire-wood. 

The  shock  of  the  explosion  had  been  tremendous,  the  ice  having 
been  cracked  and  seamed  deeply  in  many  places,  and  several  high, 
fantastic-looking  peaks  in  the  neighborhood  having  been  shattered 
by  the  concussion. 

The  keel  still  remained  and  a  part  of  the  hull,  but  all  the  beams  and 
planking  were  so  wrenched  and  twisted  that  it  would  oe  a  hard  task 
to  work  them  over  into  anything. 

44  We  took  away  all  the  doors  and  windows.”  said  Petersen,  44  and  a 
large  share  of  the  provisions,  though  there  was  enough  left  to  last  us 
all  winter;  now  this  is  all  destroyed.” 

“  Did  you  have  a  large  powder  magazine  aboard?” 

“  Yes,  particularly  large,  and  we  did  not  Lake  away  but  one  keg. 
You  can  see  for  yourselves  bow  fearful  the  destruction  has  been,  for 
we  could  feel  the  shock  even  at  the  distance  we  were,  and  the  report 
must  have  been  heard  for  leagues.” 

44  Could  Hulk  have  destroyed  himself?”  asked  Spank.  “  If  he  has, 
it  is  the  best  thing  lie  has  done  for  many  a  day.” 

44  Probably  not.  He  could  prepare  a  time-fuse,  as  there  were  sev¬ 
eral  in  the  cabin,  and  get  to  a  place  of  safety  after  lighting  it.” 

“  Let  us  look  for  him.” 

They  searched  over  a  radius  of  half  a  mile  in  every  direction,  but 
found  no  traces  of  him,  though  they  picked  up  many  things  that  would 
be  useful,  piling  them  op  in  one  heap  to  be  removed  when  they  should 
return. 

At  last  they  set  out  to  return,  and,  when  half  way  back  to  the 
cave,  met  four  men,  armed  and  exceedingly  excited,  so  that  unless 
Petersen  had  made  a  warning  gesture,  they  would  certainly  have  fired 
upon  Doublequick  and  his  friends. 

“  Why  have  you  blown  up  our  ship?”  cried  one.  44  Are  you  men  or 
fiends?” 

CHAPTER  XX. 

HULK  SHOWS  HIS  TRUE  COLORS. 

“  You  see,”  said  Petersen,  “1  told  you  my  friends  knew  nothing 
of  tliis.  Where  is  Hulk,  Robert?”  he  continued,  addressing  the  mau 
who  had  spoken. 

“I  do  not  know.  We  missed  him  this  morning.  We  heard  the 
report  of  the  explosion  and  hurried  hither  as  fast  as  we  could,  and, 
seeing  you,  suspected  that  it  was  your  work.” 

“Then  it  was  Hulk  and  no  one  else,”  said  Doublequick,  gravely. 

44  Only  a  mind  debased  as  his  is  could  have  conceived  so  diabolical 
a  plan.” 

“Have  you  seen  him?”  asked  Petersen. 

44  No,”  replied  Robert. 

“Then  we  had  better  return,  lest  he  should  accomplish  more  mis¬ 
chief.  He  is  a  depraved  creature,  and  utterly  incapable  of  gratitude. 

L  am  sorry  that  we  believed  or  had  anything  to  do  with  him,  for  he 
has  injured  us  as  well  as  plotted  against  these  men,  who  are  worthy 
of  the  highest  esteem." 

“I  am  glad  to  hear  you  say  so,”  answered  Robert,  “and  bad  I 
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committed  any  act,  of  violence  against  them,  could  never  have  for- 
o-iven  myself.  We  had  better  return  as  you  suggest.” 

°  “  These  are  my  friends,”  said  Petersen,  nodding  to  the  new-com¬ 
ers.  “  This  is  Robert  Marsden,  former  mate  on  the  Bear  Star,  and 
these  others  are  Larssen,  Schonberg  and  Curlssen,  formerly  sailors 
of  our  ship.  The  captain,  officers  and  men,  with  these  exceptions, 
all  perished.” 

“A  curse  on  the  idiot  who  has  done  this  hideous  thing,”  said 
Schonberg,  with  a  strong  German  accent.  “Is  there  nothing  left  of 
the  vessel?” 

“  Very  little.  You  know  what  a  large  magazine  we  had?  The  whole 
thing  was  blown  up  and  scattered  all  about,  the  fragments  being  so 
small  that  nothing  of  much  value  can  be  got  from  them.” 

“  And  we  might  have  built  another  boat  from  it,”  said  Larssen. 
“  What  kind  of  a  man  is  this,  to  do  such  a  thing?  Is  he  human,  or 
only  a  devil  in  the  guise  of  man?” 

“He  is  moody  and  morose,”  answered  Doublequick,  “and  doubt¬ 
less  insane.  If  not,  he  has  the  most  fiendish  disposition  that  man 
was  ever  afflicted  with.” 

“  We  shall  stay  no  more  with  him  in  his  cave;  we  will  find  one  to 
suit  ourselves,  or  maybe  you  would  take  us  in  with  you?”  said  Carls- 
sen,  addressing  Doublequick.  “  That  is,  if  you  can  trust  us.” 

“  I  can  do  so  now,”  replied  our  hero,  “  thougli  1  would  not  have 
done  so  when  I  first  discovered  your  presence  here.  We  have  all 
suffered  from  this  man’s  maliguant  hate,  and  may  well  make  a  common 
cause  against  him.” 

“  I  remember  a  feller  just  like  him,”  interposed  Binnacle,  who  had 
been  aching  to  tell  a  story  for  some  time,  and  wbo  now  saw  his  oppor¬ 
tunity,  the  whole  party  having  set  out  to  return  to  the  cave. 

“  I’ll  bet  you  a  dollar  that  lie  brings  in  that  lovely  young  girl  before 
he  gets  through,”  whispered  Spank  to  Pete,  and  then  they  both 
laughed. 

“  As  I  was  saying,”  began  Binnacle,  “  I  once  knowed  a  feller  as 
was  wuss’n  Hulk,  and  if  old  Sam  Starboard  was  here  he  could  tell  you 
all  about  him.” 

“  Where  does  he  live?”  asked  Spank. 

“  He  lives  in  Texas,  goldarn  you,  and  when  you  gits  home  ye  can 
ax  him,  and  don’t  you  go  ter  interruptin’  me  agin,  or  you’ll  get  yer 
head  punched.  The  time  I  was  speakin’  about  was  about  ten  year  or 
perhaps  fifteen  year  ago,  and  I  wur  then  in  the  Ar’tic  goiu’  fur  bow- 
head  whales.” 

“  That’s  a  long  way  from  the  China  Sea  or  Indian  Ocean,  but  I’ll 
bet  he’ll  be  there  iu  less  than  five  minutes,”  whispered  Spank. 

“  This  ’ere  cuss  was  a  boat-steerer,  and  was  so  all-fired  pesky  that 
he  alius  used  ter  strike  the  whale  iu  the  eye  so’s  to  hurt  him  more.  He 
used  ter  like  to  lick  the  Portuguees,  and  I  don’t  blame  him  so  much 
for  that,  ’cause  they’re  the  darndest  fellers  I  ever  see. 

“  Why,  Pd  no  more  trust  one  o’  them  ’Gees  with  a  bad  cent  than  I’d 
put  my  head  in  a  liar’s  mouth.  I  had  one  on  ’em  with  me  aboard  a 
tea  clipper  in  the  Injin  Ocean,  and  it  was  through  that  cuss  that  I 
most  got  fired  out  for  lettin’  a  young  lady  iu  my  charge  get  into 
trouble. 

“  I’ll  tell  ye  all  about  it,  ’cause  that’s  one  o’  the  best  stories  ye 
ever  heard,  an’  I  ain’t  never  told  it  before,  and  it  isn’t  long.  We 
was  sailin’  along  by  the  Island  of  Ceylon,  when  one  of  them  cyclones 
come  up  and  blowed  the  hull  three  masts  right  out  and  nearly 
swamped  us. 

“O’  course  we  had  to  go  right  ashore  and  get  three  new  sticks, 
and  beauties  we  got,  too,  reg’lar  ebony  ones,  tall  and  straight,  and 
shinin’  like  a  nigger’s  heel.  While  we  was  a  puttin’  them  in,  this 
’Gee  I  was  speakin’  of  went  ashore  and  took  the  young  woman  with 
him,  unbeknown  to  me. 

“  When  I  went  aboard  1  found  it  out,  an’  you  bet  I  was  mad  as 
a  hatter,  for  them  Ceylon  fellers  are  reg’lar  cut-throats,  pirates,  an’ 
book  agents,  and  I  would  not  trust  one  as  long  as  you  couid  sit  on 
a  mule’s  hind  huffs. 

“  I  hasted  ashore  jest  as  quick  as  I  could  trot,  and  hunted  through 
the  jungle,  for  I  hearn  that  she  had  gone  there  to  pick  wild  flowers 
bein’  partic’ly  foud  o’  them. 

“What  should  I  see  when  I  got  there  but  that  ’Gee  tumbled  over 
with  a  elephant  sittin’  on  him,  and  tryin*  to  put  him  in  his  trunk 
and  a  great  big  Royal  Bengal  tiger - ” 

“In  Ceylon?”  asked  Speucer. 

“No;  who  said  Ceylon?  ’Twas  in  the  outskirts  of  Calcutta.” 

“  All  right;  go  ahead.” 

“And  don't  you  stop  me  ag’in,  or  I  won’t  say  another  word.  Well, 
I  see  that  tiger  a  just  goin’  open-mouthed  for  that  poor  youn^  wo¬ 
man,  and  she  a  tremblin’  like  a  hair-pin. 

“  I  just  grabbed  up  my  double-bar’led  elephant  gun,  an’  took  o-0od 
aim  fur  the  critter’s  eyes,  and-—”  & 

“Look,  look!”  cried  Petersen,  excitedly,  “  where  does  that  smoke 
come  from?  Bv  George,  it  is  from  our  cave  ” 

The  men  rushed  ahead  in  the  greatest  excitement  to  ascertain  the 
cause  of  the  smoke,  leaving  Binnacle  alone. 

“  Another  good  story  gone  to  thunder,”  he  muttered,  “  and  iust  as 
I  was  gittin’  to  the  crisis.” 

Doublequick,  Petersen,  Spank  and  the  others  ran  on  quickly  and 
hau  just  reached  the  mouth  of  the  cave  where  Hulk  had  lived  when  a 
shept  of  flame  burst  out  which  nearly  suffocated  them. 

They  fell  flat  upon  their  faces,  and  it  was  well  they  did  so,  for  at 
the  next  moment  there  was  a  deafening  report,  and  the  face  of  the  clill 
was  rent  and  split  to  a  great  height,  the  heavy  fragments  of  stone 
being  thrown  to  a  ereat  distance. 

The  snow  upon  the  rocks,  falling  down  into  the  flames,  made  sLoam, 


I 

n i 


and  this  Boding  no  escape,  enlarged  the  hole  already  made,  i,„ . 
the  cave  hare  and  open  to  the  elements. 

It  was  a  great  wonder  that  someone  was  not  killed,  and  hat, 
them  having  fallen  to  the  ground  they  might  have  been  -  1 


serio 


llUWhen  the  danger  was  passed  our  hero  sprang  to  his  feet  and  crit 
“  To  the  cave,  my  boys,  or  tins  malmnunt  fiend  may  destroy 
winter  home  and  leave  us  desolate  indeed. 

It  was  some  little  distance  to  the  cave,  but  they  fairly  flew  alonpi 
glistening  path,  thei  pulses  quickened  and  their  minds  full  of  dolef  * 

^ Doublequick  was  ahead,  and  he  daBhed  inside,  finding  the  (looror, 

'  spite  of  its  having  been  secured  firmly  before  they  set  out.  w 

To  his  horror  he  found  Hulk  upon  the  point  of  putting  a  torcv 
...  •  _ _ Qfior»ta  which  ha  had  made  a  nile  nf  in  tv,  u 
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all  their  household  effects,  which  he  had  made  a  pile  of  in  the  fum 

part  of  the  cavern.  , 

“Fiend  incarnate!”  he  yelled,  “what  hellish  work  are  y0Q , 

now?” 


^OWi 

Hulk,  seeing  him,  dropped  the  torch  and  fled  to  the  innermost 
jesses  of  the  cave,  uttering  a  shriek  that  sounded  like  the  howl  c; 


re- 


CHAPTER  XXI. 

A  GLIMMER  OF  HOPE. 

At  the  next  instant,  Spank,  Spencer,  Petersen,  Carlssen  and 
others  entered  the  ca7e,  and  Doublequick  called  to  them  not  to  let 
Hulk  escape. 

“  Where  is  he?’  asked  Spank. 

Doublequick  pointed  to  the  further  end  of  the  cavern,  where  tb 
ceiling  became  so  low  that  one  could  scarcely  stand. 

Spank  got  a  torch,  and  went  as  far  as  he  could,  but  though  hesan 
many  a  chink  and  crack  he  beheld  no  traces  of  Hulk. 

“He  must  have  transformed  himself  into  a  mouse,  whose  soul  be 
possesses,”  said  Spank,  “  and  then  crawled  into  some  hole  here 
abouts.” 

“  He  may  have  made  his  way  out.  The  water  is  in  this  direction," 

“  Possibly,  but  everything  is  now  frozen  up,  and  even  were  there 
a  hole  descending  to  the  water  he  could  not  take  that  means  of  escape 
now.  He  is  somewhere,  of  course,  but  I  don’t  know  as  we  care  to 
hunt  him  out.  He  can’t  hurt  us.” 

The  party  then  returned  to  the  other  end  of  the  cave,  where  it  was 
warm  and  light,  leaving  Hulk,  if  he  was  indeed  witiiin  some  hidden 
recess,  alone  to  himself. 

“It  is  strange,”  thought  Doublequick.  “  He  must  be  still  in  tin 
cave,  for  no  one  saw  him  leave  by  the  front  way,  and  he  seemed  to 
me  to  go  right  into  the  wall  itself.  There  must  be  some  recess  or 
nook  in  which  he  is  hidden,  but,  as  Spank  says,  we  need  not  trouble 
ourselves  about  him,  there  being  so  many  of  us.” 

The  situation  had  been  in  no  wise  improved,  for  if  there  were  more 
men,  there  was  less  food,  if  there  were  more  willing  hands  to  work 
there  was  less  material  to  work  upon,  for  the  destruction  of  the  ves¬ 
sel  took  away  their  only  sure  chance  of  getting  away  from  this  laod 
of  desolation. 
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despised  and  scorned,  whom  they  would  not  shelter  now,  were  u< 
starving,  this  one  abject  wretch  had  been  the  cause  of  all  their  mis- 
ery,  and  threatened  to  bring  more  upon  them,  being  still  unpunisliw 
The  seals  were  scarce  now  and  the  birds  had  gone  further  south 
there  were  no  foxes,  bears  or  other  land  animals,  and  to  fish  re 
quired  considerable  patience  and  a  great  deal  of  hard  work. 

Spencer,  ingenious  as  ever,  made  a  net  or  seine  for  fi9h  from 
fathom  or  so  of  the  line  which  had  been  in  the  boat,  unlaying  ti) 
strands  and  then  taking  the  yarns  and  knitting  them  with  a  peculia 
needle  made  of  bone  which  he  whittled  out  with  his  jack-knife. 

Ibis  net  was  let  down  through  a  hole  in  the  ice  and  taken  upetef 
mormng,  there  being  sometimes  quite  a  load  of  fish  in  it. 

When  the  weather  was  severely  cold  this  could  not  be  dons, 
course,  but  there  were  many  days  when  it  was  practicable,  ami  j' 
fish  thus  procured  made  a  welcome  addition  to  the  supplies,  ben 
kept  frozen  until  needed. 

As  fast  as  a  seal  was  found  he  was  killed,  with  as  little  noise ' 
possible,  so  as  not  to  alarm  his  fellows,  and  the  flesh,  though  fat aD 
ways'1  coarae’  was  reSarded  as  the  greatest  delicacy  by  the  ca®1 

kad  d*saPpcared  in  the  cavern  nothing  was  seen  of  M 
nJ  ln  f  1  ian  a  w?ek’  thoaSh  fr°m  certain  things  being  missed  ftj 
Sal!  ™rae,n,0S^'  articles  of  food  and  clothing,  it  was  condo  ■ 
timl/f8  8U  sfclade(l  somewhere  in  the  cave,  and  ventured  oo»- 
“  4a  ir»r  °  8U  U*3  y,  bimself  with  whatever  be  needed. 

“  wpm  a8  he  d?e8a’t  trouble  us,”  said  Doublequick  one  ni- 
dn  n«Tnlht  aS  W!  him  stay  here>  though  the  worst  of  it  is  ben; 
main  ”°  °  gieat  lnJury  when  we  least  expect  it  if  we  let  hinl 

outsSe  sinleHh0Hgetv  out?”  8aid  Spank.  “  Has  any  one  wen* 
“  i  !  !‘  C!\the  day  he  was  found  here?”  L 

vou  slimlerinnu^Q  ljly  llaVB  f°n»d  a  chink  in  the  cave  just  like  t W  ' 
entrances  to  his  abode.”  ^  ()Ug  Ms  WUy  °Ut  &S  l°  ^ 

wou ld° hefw -! rm  l’ b  u  1  ]  haven’t  seen  any  such  in  my  wanderings*  J 
Whin  he  .22 ?„e„r,gh’  of  c°nr8e,  and  he  gets  enough  to  eat 
to  have  to  fei  i  «nM°  °!ir  8u^lie8-  but  I  think  it’s  rather  rough  o 
he  could.”  c  1  a  brute*  vvl>°  would  blow  us  all  up  in  a  mW 

more  it  isn  t,  said  Binnacle,  breaking  into  the  couve 
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*•  and  1  wouldn’t  have  it.  I  recolleck  one  time  I  got  shipwrecked,  and 
>ve  ;  ad  to  make  soup  out  of  our  boots,  with  no  seasonin'  but  a  few 
crabs  and  shrimps,  a  lot  o’  potatoes  and  onions,  half  a  dozeu  carrots, 

a  quart  of  flour,  and  a  pound  o’  salt  junk,  besides  a - ” 

:>  “  >eems  to  me  your  sea9oniug  was  good  enough  without  the  boots,” 

.  said  Spank. 

“On,  wall,  they  made  it  go  further.” 

>  “To  be  sure.  One  can  always  go  further  with  boots  than  with¬ 
out,  particularly  in  this  latitude,”  laughed  Spank,  at  which  Binnacle, 

>  indignant  that  a  joke  should  have  been  evolved  from  one  of  his  yarns, 
k  said  snappishly: 

“  Now  you  jist  quit,  Spank  Howard,  wheu  I’m  tellin’  a  story,  an’ 
don’t  go  to  makiu’  any  more  jokes.  As  I  was  a-sayin’,  we  was  ship¬ 
wrecked,  aud  hadn’t  got  notkiu’  to  eat  but  two  barrels  o’  soup,  a 
;  barrel  o’  pork,  six  pounds  o’  hardtack,  five  bushels  of  onions,  and  a 
,  turkey.” 

“  Where  did  you  get  it?” 

“  Why,  the  woods  was  full  of  ’em.  Prehaps  ye  think  this  is  goin’ 
ter  be  a  starvation  story;  but  it  ain’t,  ’cause  we  had  lots  to  eat,  au’ 
got  so  fat  that  we  began  to  get  scared. 

“  We  knowed  that  the  cannibals  was  only  waitin’  fur  us  to  get  good 
V  an’  fat  before  cornin’  down  on  us  an’  eatin’  us  up,  ami  we  used  to 
refuse  our  grub  sometimes;  but  ’twasu’t  no  use,  for  they  had  us  dead 
to  rights. 

“  However,  we  got  resked  out  o*  that  scrape  by  the  crew  of  a - ” 

:  “  China  tea  clipper  iu  full  sail!  Here  she  comes!  Sail  hoi”  cried 

Spank,  with  a  hearty  laugh,  in  which  all  joined,  for  “  Old  Toplight” 
was  never  known  to  begin  a  story  without  leading  up  dually  to  that 
China  lea  clipper  of  which  he  had  been  mute,  captain,  cabin-boy, 
cook,  and  everything  else,  according  to  his  own  statements — for  his 
[t  stories  did  not  hang  together  any  hetter  than  the  garments  sold  by 
that  old  rascal,  Horner,  in  New  Bedford. 
c  Spank’s  joke  utterly  ruined  Binnacle’s  story-telling  for  that  night, 
for  the  laughter  would  continue  to  break  out  at  very  short  intervals 
fst  at  some  point  or  another,  and  spread  like  wildfire,  so  that  after  sev- 
iar:  eral  abortive  attempts  to  contiuue,  the  old  man  gave  up  the  job  in 
disgust  aud  fell  back  upon  his  pipe  for  recreation,  one  of  the  Swedes 
it»  having  given  him  a  half  plug  of  tobacco. 

u. :  He  subsided  into  a  corner,  and  was  soon  nearly  enveloped  in  smoke 

so  industriously  did  he  pufl'  away  upon  his  black  pipe,  while  Double- 
io  quick,  Spank,  and  Spencer  iu  one  group,  aud  Petersen  anu  the  Swedes 
led  in  another,  kept  up  a  lively  conversation,  frequently  interrupted  by 
ess  peals  of  laughter. 

ids.  Suddenly,  iu  the  midst  of  the  merriment,  there  came  a  booming 
sound,  and  the  noise  of  laughter  was  instantly  hushed,  while  all  lie- 
iu  tened  with  the  greatest  interest, 
w  “  ’Tis  the  sigual  gun  of  a  ship,”  said  Petersen. 
er  “  Nonsense,”  answered  Maraden;  “no  ship  could  get  as  near  as 
that.  It  must  be  a - ” 

“  Listen!”  cried  Doublequick,  and  at  that  instant  there  came  au- 
j.  other  report,  louder  than  the  first. 

er?  “  It  may  be  a  ship’s  crew,”  said  Spank,  “  and  it  is  our  duty  to  go 
to  their  aid.” 

“  They  would  not  be  expecting  it  in  this  wild  place,”  replied  Spencer. 

.  “  It  must  be  something  else.” 

Then  there  came  a  third  report,  followed  by  a  hissing  sound. 

“  Good  Lord!”  said  Binnacle,  jumping  up  and  dashing  his  beloved 

v .  pipe  to  the  floor,  “  the  ice  is  breaking  up.  We  will  be  lost!” 

r  “  Whatever  it  is  we  shall  know  nothing  about  it  if  we  stay  in  here,” 
r‘=  cried  Doublequick,  springing  to  his  feet.  “  Let  us  go  out  and  know  the 
worst  at  once.” 

He  ran  out,  followed  by  the  others,  and  then  they  saw  that  the  sky 
'  was  blood-red,  the  white  snow  reflecting  the  brightness,  and  that  a 
strange,  rumbling  sound  was  to  be  noticed. 

“  What  can  it  mean?”  they  all  cried. 

Then  they  ran  to  the  top  of  the  cliffs  as  quickly  as  they  could,  an 
56  awful  sight  meeting  their  astonished  gaze. 

From  a  tall,  snow-crowned  peak  in  the  distance,  a  sheet  of  living 

*  fire  was  pouring  out— a  glowing  stream  running  down  the  glittering 
gLpe,  and  sendiDg  up  volumes  of  steam  wheu  it  touched  the  frozen 

&  snow. 

The  flames  poured  out  incessantly,  aud  the  ground  trembled  be¬ 
neath  their  very  feet. 

j?  Showers  of  sparks  fell  all  around  them,  hissing  and  sputtering  in 
the  snow,  though  the  flaming  peak  was  still  three  miles  distant. 

Dense  clouds  of  smoke  and  ashes  hovered  over  their  heads,  and 
lowly  settled  down,  while  the  sheet  of  flame  still  arose  fierce  and  red, 
and  the  noise  of  the  explosions  made  by  the  escaping  of  the  confined 
itearn  was  almost  continuous. 

“  A  volcano!”  said  Doublequick.  “  Who  would  have  dreamed  of 

its  bursting  forth  at  such  a  time?” 

•  *•  \  volcano  in  the  Polar  regions  of  the  Antarctic?”  said  Spank. 

“  Why  not?”  asked  Petersen.  “  There  is  Hecla  in  Iceland.  In  my 
/C'day  I  have  seen  it  blazing  amid  the  eternal  snows.” 

.» jt  ffiil  rnelt  the  ice!  We  have  our  boat!  There  is  perhaps  a 

*  chance  of  escape!”  cried  Doublequick,  joyously. 

*•  Hark  I  J Do  you  hear  that  sound?  The  ice  is  cracking  all  around 
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“  Fxv  It  cried  Spencer.  “The  snow  is  melting  all  around  us; 
e  "re  <  cracking;  the  lava  will  cut  a  stream  for  us,  and  the  way  is 
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“  In  a  boat  well  provisioned  we  could  easily  make  our  way  to  South 
America  in  the  spring,”  continued  Spank ;  “and  now  that  the  ice  is 
breaking  away,  we  umy  chance  it  sooner!  This  is  a  stroke  of  Iuck!” 

“  No,  no,”  answered  Doublequick;  “  the  ice  is  too  thick,  and  be¬ 
sides  it  would  Ireeze  up  again  if  we  attempted  to  get  away,  and  leave 
us  more  desolate  than  before.” 

“  But  see!”  cried  Petersen;  “  the  water  is  already  spouting  up  in 
several  places,  aud  once  it  asserts  its  power,  no  amount  of  ice  can 
withstand  it.  Do  you  not  see  already  that  it  has  forced  a  paesage 
for  itself,  aud  is  rushing  forward  to  join  the  main  body  of  tne  ocean?” 

“  And  then  this  peak  may  blaze  away  for  days!”  Marsden  said, 
excitedly.  “  By  that  time  a  clear  passage  will  have  been  made,  and 
we  can  speed  away  gallantly.  We  can  fit  a  sail  to  your  stump  of  a 
mast;  there  are  oars  enough  left,  and  we  shall  soon  reach  the  open 
sea,  and  perhaps  meet  a  ship.” 

“God  pardon  me  for  discouraging  you,”  answered  our  hero,  “  but 
your  auxieiy  to  reach  your  native  land  makes  you  overlook  your  real 
danger.  The  boat  will  not  hold  us  all,  our  sail  is  in  rags,  we  have 
but  two  oars  and  no  rudder,  the  way  is  long  and  the  sea  tempestu¬ 
ous,  ships  are  not  met  with  so  far  south  at  this  season,  and  we  would 
he  but  running  headlong  into  the  jaws  of  death,  leaving  our  present 
safety  for  untold  peril.” 

“  The  boy  is  right,”  said  Binnacle,  “  and  we  had  better  wait  a  lit tlS 
longer.  In  the  meantime  we  can  fix  up  the  boat,  make  a  new  sail 
from  our  cast-off  garments,  fix  a  rudder,  and  get  everything  into  shape 
for  the  spring.” 

“  And  haste  is  imperative  should  we  decide  to  start  now,”  added 
Doublequick.  “  Cannot  you  see  that  we  have  no  time  to  make  these 
necessary  preparations  if  we  wish  to  take  advantage  of  this  possible 
passage  through  the  ice?  Isay  possible,  because  it  is  not  yet  prob¬ 
able  that  there  will  be  such  a  passage,  or  that  it  will  remain  open 
until  we  read)  the  open  ocean. 

“  I  am  as  eager  as  any  one  to  escape,  but  I  cannot  rush  blindly 
into  danger,  forsaking  a  certain  safety  for  an  uncertainty,  which  may 
prove  our  destruction.  No,  no,  my  friends,  do  not  let  us  think  of  tins 
until  our  way  out  is  clearer  before  our  eyes  than  it  is  now.” 

“  See  how  she  blazes  up,”  said  Binnacle.  “  The  air  is  quite  warm 
already.  Suppose  we  wait  awhile  and  look  at  it.  I’ll  tell  you  a  story 
about  an  adventur’  1  had  in  the  island  of  Hilo  when  old  Julia,  as  they 
call  the  volcaner  there,  was  partic’iy  rampageous.” 

No  one  interrupted  the  worthy  man,  for  anything  was  welcome 
which  would  make  them  forget  their  troubles  for  a  brief  space. 

“  I  was  there  on  a  vessel  engaged  iu  the  tea  trade,  aud  the  owner’s 
daughter  was  on  board.  Perhaps  I  may  have  mentioned  her  before, 
but  that  don’t  matter  much.  Anyhow,  there  she  was,  aud  as  nice  a 
young  gal  as  ever  you  see,  and  liked  by  all  hands. 

“  We  had  gone  ashore  to  look  about  us  a  bit,  and  the  volcaner  was 
blazin’  away  day  and  night,  so  that  ye  couldn’t  get  withiu  two  mile 
of  it. 

“  Why,  sir,  it  made  such  a  blaze  that  I’ve  often  read  my  log  by  it 
at  night  a  hundred  mile  off  without  any  other  light,  and  they  was  no 
need  of  pulliu’  up  the  ship’s  lanterns,  and  iu  the  daytime  the  sun 
looked  sick  alongside  of  it. 

“  However,  all  of  a  suddent,  shejwent  right  out,  and  not  a  flame  or 
a  bit  of  smoke  come  out  of  the  creature,  aud  as  this  was  while  we 
was  still  on  the  island,  and  my  young  lady  had  a  great  idea  of  visitin’ 
the  place,  we  all  went  up  there  one  day. 

“  The  ground  was  still  pretty  hot,  and  we  had  to  tuke  a  hull  shoe 
store  along  with  us,  for  our  boots  would  burn  right  ofl  iu  fifteen  min¬ 
utes,  and  we  had  to  keep  changin’  ’em,  which  it  wasn’t  an  easy  thiug 
to  do,  for  we  had  to  put  ’em  on  standin’  up,  ’cause  if  we  had  sot  down 
we’d ’ve  ruined  our  trousers,  which,  by  the  way,  was  half-soled  with 
three  thicknesses  of  the  toughest  kind  o’  leather. 

“  The  young  lady  rode  a  mule,  which  had  to  be  shod  every  half 
hour,  the  heavy  iron  shoes  meltin’ right  down  to  the  hoof  in  that  time, 
and  fellers  tbrowiu’  buckets  o’  water  over  the  brute’s  heels  every 
minute. 

“  The  mule  was  a  tough  old  animile,  though,  mighty  all-fired 
tough - ” 

“  But  not  the  hundredth  part  as  tough  as  your  story,”  interposed 
Spencer.  “There  would  have  been  no  danger  to  the  mule  if  he’d  been 
shod  with  a  few  pages  of  that  stuff.” 

“  Or  with  your  cheek  nutlier,  for  that  beats  anythin’  I  ever  see  for 
solidness,”  cried  the  old  fellow,  will)  a  grin.  “  However,  to  go  on  at 
a  gallop  and  git  to  the  end  of  the  yarn,  we  finally  reached  the  top, 
where  we  could  look  right  down  into  the  creature’s  mouth. 

“  It  was  as  black  as  a  nigger’s,  and  smelled  wuss’n  a  Frenchman’s 
breath  arter  a  meal  of  sausages  and  garlic,  but  they  wasn’t  no  flames 
a  cornin’  up,  and  so  we  didn’t  mind  that  so  much. 

“  Wull,  sir,  we  stood  a  lookin’  down  the  creature’s  mouth  for  about 
live  miles,  when  all  at  wanst  I  see  it  gettin’  red,  like  as  if  they  was  a 
inflammation  down  there,  and  then  the  creature’s  breath  began  to  get 
wusH,  and  almost  choked  us. 

“  I  got  scared,  and  grabbin’  the  young  woman  in  my  arms - ” 

“  What  about  the  mule?”  asked  Marsden. 

“  Never  mind  the  mole.  I  took  him,  too,  ’cause  they  was  no  time 
to  leave  him  behind,  and  started  down  that  sugar-loaf  peak  at  a  run, 
yellin’  like  the  dickens  to  the  other  fellers  to  hurry. 

“  Why,  sir,  I  went  like  greased  iightnin’,  five  miles  in  two  minutes, 
the  fastest  time  on  record,  young  woman,  mule  and  all,  for  I  didn’t 
know  when  the  lavar  might  come  rollin’  down  on  us.” 

“  Let  us  descend,”  said  Doublequick.  “  Go  on  with  your  story,  Mr. 
Binnacle;  we  will  not  interrupt  you.” 

“  All  ter  onct,”  continued  the  old  fellow,  the  party  having  started 
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down  the  slope,  “  I  felt  a  rumblin’  and  a  shakin’,  and  a  big  bowlder 
what  1  had  stepped  on,  begau  a  slidin’  down  the  hill  at  a  everlastin’ 

JT&t  0^ 

“*I  had  the  mule,  but  the  young  woman  had  got  separated  from 
me,  and  to  make  it  wuss  the  tire  now  began  pouring  out  of  the  crit¬ 
ter’s  mouth.” 

“  The  mule’s?”  said  Spank. 

“  Or  the  young  woman’s?  ’  added  Spencer,  with  a  broad  grin. 

“  No,  you  lunk-headed  ignoramus,  neither  one  or  t’other,  but  the 
volcauer’s  mouth.  I  couldn’t  stop  myself,  and  afore  I  knowed  it  1 
had  landed  right  in  the  sea,  dost  to  where  the  tea  clipper  was 
anchored. 

“  I  swam  aboard,  and  presently  what  should  I  see  but  the  woman 
lio-htin’  on  deck  out  of  a  lot  of  smoke  and  cinders,  and  shakin’  her 
tire-proof  cloak  what  she  put  on  afore  she  started  out,  come  up  to  me 
as  smilin’  a3  you  please. 

“  They  had  been  a  explosion,  and  she  was  carried  up  into  the  air, 
but  that  ’ere  cloak  acted  just  like  a  balloon,  and  let  her  down  easy, 
without  a  scratch. 

“  We  wasn’t  cut  of  our  troubles  by  any  means,  though,  for  the 
lavar  was  a  runnin*  down  into  the  water,  and  makin’  it  so  hot  that 
the  tar  run  out  o*  the  seams  iu  bucketfuls,  and  I  was  afraid  o’  bein’ 
swamped. 

“  I  called  all  hands  and  got  up  the  anchor,  hoisted  all  sail,  and 
made  a  run  for  the  South  Amerikin  coast  just  as  fast  as  I  could  pad¬ 
dle,  never  noticin’  that  six  bloody  pirates  was  a  cornin’  for  me  full 
tilt. 

“  Suddenly  I  seen  ’em,  and  it  was  just  as  they  begun  a  tirin’  at  us, 
the  shots  flyin’  around  like  mad,  and  one  of  ’em  threatenin’  to  hit 
the  young  woman  on  the  head. 

“  I  jest  jumped  up  for  to  catch  that  shot  and  throw  it  back  at  ’em, 
when - ” 

“  What  is  that  smoke  coming  from  the  cave?”  said  Doublequick, 
suddenly.  “  My  God,  the  place  is  on  fire!” 

All  hands  made  a  rush  for  the  entrance,  leaving  Binnacle  behind, 
scratching  his  head  aud  muttering  angrily: 

“  Confound  it  all!  Another  good  story  gone  to  thunder,  and  just 
when  I  was  coming  to  the  crisis.” 

Bounding  into  the  cave,  what  was  our  hero’s  horror  to  find  the  boat, 
upon  which  they  placed  all  their  hopes,  one  mass  of  flames  and  al¬ 
ready  past  saving. 

“  God  have  mercy  on  us!”  he  groaned.  “  This  is  more  of  that 
man’s  work.  Is  he,  then,  a  fiend  incarnate?” 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

*  THE  FURTHER  ADVENTURE  OF  LOUIS  GILBERT. 

“  We  have  been  getting  along  very  well,”  (so  wrote  Louis),  “  and 
have  already  gone  nearly  as  far  as  the  ice  will  allow  us,  having 
stopped  to  chase  whales  four  or  live  times,  nearly  always  being  suc¬ 
cessful. 

“  Once  we  stopped  to  ‘gain’  with  a  whaling  vessel,  as  the  sailors 
call  it,  it  being  no  more  than  lying  to  for  a  day  and  sending  a  boat’s 
crew  from  each  vessel  to  the  other,  giving  the  captaius  and  men  a 
chance  to  exchange  news  and  renew  old  acquaintances. 

“  1  went  aboard  the  other  vessel,  which  was  called  the  Bertha  Jane, 
a  bark  carrying  four  boats  and  quite  a  large  crew,  thinking  that  may¬ 
be  I  might  learn  something  from  Fred  and  his  friends. 

“  The  captain  had  not  heard  of  the  oar  being  picked  up,  though  he 
said  he  had  seen  Captain  Merriweather,  and  that  he  expected  to 
take  the  Skipper’s  Bride  home  the  next  fall  and  that  he  had  giveu  up 
all  idea  of  ever  seeing  the  men,  whom  he  did  not  doubt  had  been  lost. 

“  When  I  told  him  my  story,  he  became  very  much  interested,  and 
said  that  there  was  a  chance  of  our  finding  the  men,  but  that  the  ice 
did  not  break  up  so  soon  in  the  South  as  iu  the  North,  and  that  it 
might  be  June  before  we  could  force  a  passage,  and  that  we  would 
have  to  get  away  by  September,  if  we  went  very  far,  or  otherwise  we 
would  be  nipped. 

“  There  is  very  much  less  land  in  the  Antarctic  than  in  the  Arctic 
Seas,  which  made  the  ice  more  dangerous,  he  said,  although  fewer 
vessels  went  to  the  southern  than  to  the  northern  hemisphere,  the  dis¬ 
coveries  in  the  former  being  very  meager. 

“  If  the  men  had  reached  land,  which  he  could  not  now  doubt,  it 
was  very  likely  that  they  would  suffer  greatly,  thougli  he  fancied  that 
they  mi<;ht  find  a  wrecked  vessel  in  the  ice,  having  himself  discovered 
two  boats  from  a  Norwegian  ship  which  had  doubtless  been  caught  in 
the  ice  some  months  previous,  and  if  this  was  so,  the  chances  of  the 
survivors  would  be  more  hopeful. 

“  He  said  he  had  once  been  on  the  Antarctic  lands,  south  of  Austra¬ 
lia,  and  had  found  them  nearly  barren,  with  but  few  animals,  amphib¬ 
ious  or  otherwise,  very  little  vegetation,  no  trees  of  any  size,  and 
hardly  any  means  of  shelter,  except  among  the  rocks. 

“  Despite  these  gloomy  accounts,  which  almost  seemed  to  predict 
Fred’s  death,  I  felt  hopeful,  and  longed  for  the  time  of  the  breaking 
,  up  of  the  ice,  so  that  we  might  send  out  a  party  to  explore  the  coast, 
\  and  look  for  traces  of  the  lost  ones. 

“  I  have  not  seen  very  much  of  Jack  Horner,  for  he  is  always  in  the 
galley  or  forecastle,  being  a  general  ‘  loblolly  boy,’  to  use  a  sailor’s 
expression,  being  universally  despised,  and  getting  more  abuse  than 
praise,  which  is  nothing  more  than  might  have  been  expected  from 
the  training  he  received  at  home. 

“  John  seems  to  abuse  him  more  than  any  one  else,  although  I  am 
positive  that  there  is  an  understanding  between  them,  for  I  have  seen 
them  talking  together  more  than  once  when  they  did  not  suppose  1 
was  anywhere  about. 


“I  am  certain  now  that  John  has  designs  upon  my  life,  for  one  dark 
night,  when  it  was  blowing  great  guns,  1  being  on  deck  doing  my 
share  of  the  work,  although  I  was  not  expected  to  do  so,  I  saw  him 
skulking  up  behiud  me  with  something  in  Ins  hand. 

“  Confident  that  it  was  a  knife,  I  pulled  an  iron  belaying-pin  from 
the  rail,  and  facing  him  boldly,  asked  him  what  he  wanted. 

“  He  replied  evasively,  that  he  did  not  know  what  I  meant,  that  he 
didn’t  want  auything,  that  he  was  afraid  I  might  get  washed  over¬ 
board,  and  that  he  thought  it  best  to  keep  near  me  and  see  that 
no  danger  happened  to  me. 

“  I  knew  the  villain  lied,  but  I  did  not  think  it  best  to  tell  him  so 
just  then,  so  I  told  him  I  was  not  afraid  of  being  washed  off  the  deck, 
that  I  could  always  find  a  pin  to  catch  hold  of,  and  that  besides  I  was 
always  on  the  watch  for  sudden  surprises,  and  furthermore,  that  if  I 
was  really  afraid  of  anything  happening,  I  should  tell  the  captain, 
and  ask  him  to  look  out  for  me. 

“  Of  course  I  did  not  intend  to  say  anything  to  the  master,  though 
Mr.  John  has  acted  in  a  suspicious  manner  upon  more  occasions  than 
one,  so  that  now  I  don’t  go  near  him  at  all  when  on  deck  in  auything 
like  bad  weather,  whether  any  one  is  near  me  or  not. 

“  It  would  be  a  mighty  easy  thing  for  him  to  throw  me  overboard 
and  then  call  it  an  accident,  and  my  chances  of  being  picked  up  would 
be  very  small  indeed,  so  that,  if  the  thing  were  properly  managed,  no 
suspicion  wculd  attach  to  him. 

“  I  think  that  he  had  some  idea  of  getting  Jack  to  do  the  job,  for 
upon  the  last  occasion  of  our  lowering  for  whales,  the  miserable 
wretch  tried  to  go  in  the  captain’s  boat,  pulling  tub  oar  and  sitting 
directly  behind  me,  which  would  give  him  a  good  chance  to  eutangle 
my  feet  in  the  line. 

“  The  captain  kicked  him  out  of  the  boat  mighty  quick  when  he 
caught  him  trying  to  jump  in  as  it  went  down,  and  I  afterwards  heard 
the  Portuguese  cursing  him  tor  a  lubberly  blunderer,  and  swearing 
that  he  would  never  intrust  a  delicate  job  like  that  to  him  again. 

“  Jack  blubbered  and  said  that  he  could  have  fixed  the  line  easy 
enough  if  the  captain  had  only  let  him  get  iu,  that  he  could  row  as 
well  as  any  boy  of  his  size  and  better  than  I,  and  that  he  didn’t  see 
why  I  should  be  in  the  cabin  and  he  in  the  forecastle. 

“  John  cuffed  him  over  the  head,  and  said  that  he  needn’t  try  to  do 
the  job  any  more,  that  he  (John)  wasn’t  going  to  lose  his  commission 
by  any  slouch  of  a  boy’s  interference,  that  lie  knew  old  Horner  had 
sent  Jack  out  just  to  cheat  him  out  of  his  money,  but  that  if  he  caught 
the  lad  fooling  around  his  game  any  more,  he  would  throw  him  over¬ 
board. 

“  It  is  now  the  middle  of  March,  and  we  have  got  beyond  the 
whaling  grounds,  though  at  rare  times  these  leviathans  are  seen  as 
far  south  as  this,  making  their  way  to  the  Indian  or  Pacific  Oceans, 
but  as  it  is  uncommon  for  a  whaler  vessel  to  be  where  we  are,  whales 
are  not  often  caught  in  this  latitude. 

“  The  air  is  pretty  cold  now,  and  we  all  wear  furs  and  practice  in 
the  boats  every  day  to  keep  ourselves  in  good  condition,  and  look  for 
drift  which  may  give  us  an  indication  of  the  whereabouts  of  our 
friends. 

“  Yesterday  when  I  was  about  to  get  into  the  boat  as  usual,  I 
discovered  that  John  had  taken  the  captain’s  place,  the  latter  being 
indisposed,  upon  which  I  gave  my  oar  to  one  of  the  others,  for  the 
expression  upon  the  face  of  the  Portuguese  was  not  an  agreeable  one. 

“  He  looked  very  much  disappointed  at  my  staying  on  the  ship,  but 
there  was  no  time  for  him  to  change,  and  so  he  pulled  away,  scowling 
like  a  pirate,  the  man  that  took  my  place  telling  me  afterwards  that 
John  was  as  savage  as  a  bear  to  them,  and  swore  and  scolded  every 
minute  until  they  returned  to  the  ship,  threatening  to  strike  them  if 
they  didn’t  pull  faster,  and  making  them  all  as  mad  as  hatters. 

“  Scarcely  any  one  aboard  likes  him,  and  if  he  persists  in  this  line 
of  conduct  they  will  all  hate  him,  and  he  will  never  get  another  chance 
to  go  on  any  decent  vessel. 

“  I  know  the  captain  does  not  like  him,  for  I  heard  him  rating  him 
soundly  for  his  overbearing  conduct  to  the  men  under  him,  and  it 
would  take  but  one  word  from  me  to  have  the  scoundrel  put  in 
irons  and  kept  there  for  the  remainder  of  the  voyage,  though  I  shall 
not  do  that  unless  he  attacks  me  openly. 

“  We  can  see  the  field  of  ice  extending  beyond  us  as  far  as  the  eye 
can  reach,  and  in  the  distance  are  fantastic  peaks  which  may  be 
mountains  or  perhaps  nothing  but  icebergs,  and  although  I  am  anx¬ 
ious  to  have  the  captain  send  a  party  out  to  explore  the  place,  he 
does  not  think  it  wise  to  get  too  close  as  yet. 

“  We  are  even  now  in  a  sort  of  channel  between  huge  masses  of 
ice,  and  any  sudden  change  of  the  weather  might  close  up  the  av¬ 
enues  of  escape,  and  by  destroying  our  vessel  rum  our  chances  oi 
assisting  the  castaways. 

“Last  night  we  beheld  a  strange  sight,  which  I  could  not  account 
for  until  the  captair.  told  me  what  it  was,  and  even  then  I  could 
scarcely  credit  the  tale. 

“Away  in  the  distance  the  sky  was  red  and  lurid,  and  at  times  I 
fancied  I  could  see  a  flame  shooting  up  to  the  heavens,  though  it  was 
so  far  away  that  I  was  not  certain. 

“  I  supposed  it  was  an  aurora  and  remarked  upon  its  brilliancy, 
the  sky  being  very  red  for  many  miles,  though  the  colors  did  not  radi¬ 
ate  upwards,  as  1  had  always  heard  was  the  case  in  such  phenomena. 

“  The  captain  told  me  that  it  must  be  a  volcano,  as  these  vents  for 
the  escape  of  the  internal  fires  of  the  earth  were  found  in  all  climaies, 
iu  frigid  as  well  as  in  torrid  zones,  and  that  the  discoverers  of 
Antarctic  lands  had  found  more  than  one,  the  most  of  them  extinct, 
but  several  in  an  active  state  of  eruption. 

“This  one  was  certainly  a  hundred  miles  off,  judging  from  all 
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appearances,  the  captain  said,  though  1  would  not  have  believed  it 
possible  that  we  would  see  the  flames  so  far. 

••  Today,  however,  we  can  see  nothing  but  an  indistinct  haze, 
which  may  be  and  probably  is  caused  by  the  smoke,  though  there  is 
nothing  which  looks  like  flame  to  be  seen,  and  even  the  peak  which 
must  discharge  this  flie  is  not  distinguishable  on  account  of  the  haze 
which  surrouuds  us. 

“  I  am  more  than  ever  impressed  with  the  wonders  of  our  universe, 
and  eveu  should  our  search  prove  fruitless,  I  shall  have  learned  many 
things  which  will  be  of  everlasting  value  to  me,  and  which  I  can 
never  regret  having  acquired. 

“Heaven  grant  that  we  may  be  able  to  save  these  poor  ship¬ 
wrecked  creatures,  if  alive,  and  at  all  events  to  find  their  bodies,  for 
even  the  sad  task  of  taking  their  remains  back  to  their  native  shores 
will  aflord  us  some  consolation.” 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 

A  DASTARDLY  ACT. 

As  the  adventures  of  Louis  Gilbert  now  take  a  form  which  cannot 
be  given  in  the  shape  of  extracts  from  his  journal,  although  they  were 
afterwards  duly  entered,  we  will  return  once  more  to  the  third  person 
and  give  the  recital  in  our  own  words. 

Upon  the  night  succeeding  that  upon  which  he  first  saw  the  volcano 
the  weather  had  begun  to  change  and  the  captain  had  already  re¬ 
treated,  in  order  to  escape  being  nipped  by  the  ice. 

It  was  well  he  did  so,  because  had  he  not,  his  vessel  would  have  been 
caught  and  his  crew  added  to  the  list  of  the  missing,  though  he  would 
be  better  off  than  Doublequick  and  his  companions. 

He  put  about,  therefore,  and  made  all  haste  for  the  open  sea,  where 
there  would  be  no  danger  of  his  being  caught  or  run  against  ice¬ 
bergs. 

Tnat  night  the  light  caused  by  the  volcano  was  not  so  brilliant,  and 
before  morning  it  died  out,  or  at  least  they  could  not  see  it,  owing  to 
the  increased  distance. 

By  morning  they  had  gone  beyond  the  dangerous  part  of  the  ice 
fields,  and  the  fantastic  peaks  they  had  observed  the  day  before  were 
not  to  be  seen,  having  sunk  behind  the  horizon. 

The  air  was  still  cold  and  piercing,  particles  of  ice  forming  upon  the 
vessel’s  side,  and  the  yards  and  rigging  being  stiff  with  the  frozen 
spray,  the  martingale  looking  like  a  glittering  finger  pointing  down  at 
the  dark  waters. 

“We  can  do  nothing  yet,  my  boy,  as  you  see,”  said  the  captain  to 
Louis.  “There  is  the  land,  perhaps,  for  here  is  the  fortieth  parallel  of 
longitude,  but  you  would  not  have  me  risk  my  ship,  I  know,  and  you 
will  wait  until  it  is  safer  for  us  before  we  attempt  to  land?” 

“  I  see  no  help  for  it,”  answered  Louis,  pleasantly.  “  We  are  here 
-  rather  early  anyhow,  and  you  warned  to  stop  at  South  Georgia  Island, 
but  1  was  in  too  much  of  a  hurry.” 

“  We  might  run  back  there  and  stay  awhile;  it  is  barely  possible 
we  may  pick  up  something.” 

“  Isn’t  it  too  far?” 

“  Oh,  no,  though  it  is  a  good  bit.  We  may  run  across  another 
whale,  and  that  will  put  the  boys  in  better  humor  than  they  are  now.” 

“  Then  suppose  we  do,  though  I  hate  to  think  of  Fred  living  in  that 
desolate  region,  which  we  could  just  see,  all  this  time,  and  we  within 
a  hundred  miles  of  him.  It’s  too  bad,  but  I  suppose  it  can’t  be 
helped.” 

Two  days  afterwards  they  came  upon  the  signs  which,  to  a  whale¬ 
man,  always  indicate  the  presence  of  whales,  and  the  men  at  once  be¬ 
came  excited  and  eager  to  pursue  the  monsters. 

Towards  evening  the  man  in  the  crow’s-uest  forward  espied  a  spout, 
and  gave  full-voiced  warning  of  the  fact  iu  tones  which  brought  every 
man  to  Ids  feet  in  a  second. 

The  whales  were  some  miles  away,  and  the  night  was  rapidly  com¬ 
ing  on,  so  that  they  would  have  to  be  exceptionally  fortunate  in  order 
to  come  up  with  the  greasers  in  time  to  make  fast  to  one. 

The  wind  was  blowing  fresh  and  strong.  The  boats  were  lowered 
without  delay,  and  with  sails  spread,  went  spinning  gallantly  over  the 
dancing  waves  like  creatures  of  life,  the  men  bending  bravely  on  their 
oars  that  the  speed  might  be  greater,  for  the  time  was  short  and  must 
be  economized. 

The  boats  were  each  supplied  with  two  kegs  of  water  and  another 
containing  hard-tack  and  cooued  meat,  as  sometimes  they  are  out  all 
day,  and  the  men  have  to  take  a  lunch. 

There  was  also  a  lantern,  boat-compass,  drag,  and  other  things 
always  carried  along,  and  always  kept  iu  the  boat,  the  line-tube  being 
put  in  only  when  about  to  lower. 

Louis  went  as  usual,  but  in  his  hurry  he  did  not  notice  that  he  had 
entered  the  boat,  headed  by  Portuguese  John,  until  after  they  had 
lowered  and  had  left  the  ship. 

He  pulled  the  bow  oar,  and  was  busy  getting  the  mast  into  place 
*  and  hoisting  the  sail,  so  it  was  not  until  he  had  taken  his  seat  and 
J  shoved  out  his  oar  that  he  noticed  the  difference. ' 

The  men  of  the  crew  were  glad  to  have  him,  for  in  addition  to  being 
a  general  favorite,  he  pulled  a  splendid  oar,  and  the  boat  he  was  in 
n-ually  came  out  ahead. 

Tiie  crew  therefore  cheered  him  when  he  began  to  pull,  and  the  boat 
fairly  flew  over  the  water,  Louis  acknowledging  the  compliment  paid 
him  by  saying  cheerily: 

“  Thanks,  my  boys;  and  now  let  us  show  the  other  boats  what  we 
can  do.”  y 

Tnen  he  caught  John’s  eye,  the  man’s  face  being  inflamed  with  pas¬ 
sion  and  lie  realized  that  if  anything  should  happen  to  him  he  would 
V.  no  v  where  to  put  the  blame. 


“  Don’ta  make  so  moche  noise,  youa  lub\  damna  you!”  said  John, 
with  a  savage  leer.  “  You  wanta  fright  whales,  eh?  You  cornea  een 
mv  hoata,  you  'tend  to  bisness.” 

Louis  made  no  reply,  and  the  Portuguese,  determined  to  make  hire 
speak,  said  savagely: 

“  Why  you  cornea  here,  eh?  I’d  rath’  have  bet’  man.  You  no  good, 
savvy  a  nothing.  No  good  for  schoon’,  no  good  for  barka,  no  big  on 
a  sheep.  Can’t  lower  to’gants,  no  pull  like  Portuguese,  only  damna 
lub’r!” 

“  Shut  up,  John,  and  let  the  boy  alone,”  said  the  harpooner,  who 
sat  behind  Louis.  “  IJe’s  a  good  sight  better  than  you,  and  has  more 
righ^  on  the  ship.” 

“  Huh!  you  sav’  too  rooche.  Yoameeta  me  dark  night,  you  find  out 
you  sav’  then  if  me  no  good!  Look  out  for  your  neck.  I  get  sliance  I 
choke  him.  Dam  Bedfordman,  no  speaka  likea  that  to  me.” 

“  Ah,  you  go  to  Fayal  and  serve  in  the  army,”  retorted  the  man. 
“What  good  are  you,  anyhow?  You’re  not  an  officer,  if  you  do  head 
a  boat.  You’re  only  an  ice  man,  and  we  haven’t  reached  the  ice  vet. 
Pull  away,  bullies,  there  she  blows!  Keep  stroke,  Lou,  and  don’t  mind 
that  gas-bag.” 

John  knew  that  he  was  disliked  and  even  despised,  and  that  the  men 
all  stood  up  for  Louis,  so  bottling  his  wrath,  ho  contented  himself  with 
shaking  his  head  till  his  ear-rings  jingled,  and  drew  his  nose  and 
moutli  together  in  the  wickedest  of  smiles. 

The  boat  had  indeed  distanced  the  others,  and  now  the  harpooner 
laid  down  his  oar,  got  his  iron  ready,  and  stood  with  his  knee  braced 
against  the  chock,  and  the  harpoon  poised  in  his  hand. 

The  men  sent  the  boat  ahead  four  or  five  lengths,  the  mast  was 
quickly  unshipped  and  laid  in  the  bottom,  another  stroke  or  so  was 
made,  and  then  with  a  shout  the  brave  fellow  sent  the  iron  deep  into 
the  huge  creature’s  side. 

Away  he  started,  drawing  the  boat  after  him;  but  the  harpooner  got 
a  lance,  and,  the  boat  being  pulled  close  to  liis  victim,  he  pluuged  the 
sharp  weapon  again  and  again  into  the  vitals  of  the  whale,  the  blood 
spurting  at  every  blow. 

It  is  usually  the  duty  of  the  one  who  heads  the  boat,  not  the  bar- 
pooner,  to  kill  the  whale;  but  in  this  case  the  latter  meant  to  show 
the  insolent  Portuguese  how  thoroughly  he  despised  him  by  taking 
this  duty  away  from  him. 

The  whale  was  nearly  dead,  the  harpooner  being  very  adroit,  and  as 
strong  as  an  ox,  when  John  seized  a  bomb  gun  in  the  steru,  loaded  it, 
aud  said: 

“  I  shoota  heem,  give  him  powd’  and  ball,  killa  him  quick.  Me  sav' 
something.” 

He  raised  the  gun  to  his  shoulder,  and  was  about  to  pull  the  trigger, 
when  the  stroke  oarsman  suddenly  lifted  an  oar,  aud  knocked  the  bar¬ 
rel  into  the  air. 

There  was  a  loud  report,  and  the  bomb  went  flyiDg  upwards,  de¬ 
scribing  a  huge  curve,  aud  striking  harmlessly  in  the  water  some  dis¬ 
tance  away. 

“  By  gosh,  what  you  mean,  you  lub?”  shouted  John.  “  I  puta  you 
een  iron,  I  shuta  you  down  in  hold,  I  starvea  you,  by  gosh,  I  tella 
cap’n.” 

“  I  guess  you  won’t,”  said  the  man.  “  I  saw  what  you  w^re  aiming 
at.  You  wanted  to  shoot  little  Doublequick  instead  of  the  whale, 
confound  your  ugly  carcass!” 

“  Bully  for  us,”  shouted  the  harpooner  at  that  moment.  “  There 
he  turns  over  on  his  side.  Now  to  tow  him  back,  it’s  growing  dark.” 

The  whale  was  dead,  indeed,  and  the  work  of  towing  the  body  back 
to  the  ship  was  at  once  begun,  the  oilier  boats  soon  arriving  and  as¬ 
sisting  in  this  operation,  for  the  carcass  was  a  big  one,  and  might 
sink  unless  towed  by  more  than  one  boat. 

It  was  dark  when  they  reached  the  Warner,  but  the  fluke  and  bead 
chains  were  all  ready,  aud  in  a  few  minutes  the  body  was  secured 
alongside,  the  men  going  below  after  having  had  their  suppers,  so  as 
to  be  up  early  in  the  morning,  when  the  work  of  cutting  in  aud  try¬ 
ing  out.  would  begin. 

John’s  boat  was  left  towing  astern,  the  others  bein°-  hauled  up,  and 
everything  left  in,  as  the  length  of  the  carcass  prevented  it  from  being 
properly  drawn  up  into  the  davits. 

The  night  was  dark  and  gloomy,  and  only  one  man  remained  on 
deck,  the  wheel  being  lashed  amidships,  and  the  sails  taken  in. 

It  was  quite  late,  and  Louis  went  on  deck  to  keep  company  with 
the  officer  on  watch,  feeling  lonesome  and  not  being  able  to  sleep. 

Before  he  could  address  the  man,  however,  he  felt  himself  seized 
around  the  waist,  a  handkerchief  moistened  with  some  drug  thrown 
over  his  face,  and  then  lifted  boldly  up  and  thrown  overboard. 

He  threw  out  his  hands  wildly  and  caught  something  in  his  grasp, 
which  he  held  on  to  most  tenaciously. 

Then  he  felt  himself  falling,  and  expected  to  sink  beneath  the 
waves,  but  instead,  he  struck  upon  something  hard,  and  immediately 
became  uuconscious. 

A  man  leaned  over  the  rail,  uttered  an  oath,  and  then  with  a 
keen,  sharp  knife,  cut  the  warp  of  the  boat  and  set  it  adrift. 

There  had  been  but  little  noise  made,  and  in  a  few  miuates  Louis  j 
was  floating  away  in  an  insensible  condition,  while  one  man  alone 
was  aware  of  the  fact,  and  his  face,  crossed  by  a  look  of  triumphant 
hat e,  indicated  that  he  meant  to  keep  his  knowledge  entirely  to  him¬ 
self. 

’CHAPTER  XXV. 

A  SAD  BREAK  IN  THE  RANKS  OP  THE  CASTAWAYS. 

“  Where  is  this  villain,  Hulk?”  cried  Spencer.  “IPs  too  bad  that 
we  forgot  about  him  wheu  we  went  out  to  look  at  the  volcano.” 
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“  My  gun  is  missing,”  said  Marsden,  suddenly.  “  ThiB  villain  has 
it:  let  us  hunt  him  out  of  his  hiding-place.” 

Seizin"-  a  brand  from  the  burning  boat— it  was  good  for  nothing 
but  firewood  now — Marsden  rushed  to  the  furthest  end  of  the  cave, 
and  cried  out,  quickly: 

«*  Here  he  is,  boys!  I’ve  found  where  he  hides. 

Then  they  heard  a  savage  growl,  followed  by  a  bitter  oath,  which 
fairly  made  their  flesh  creep  to  hear. 

Marsden  was  evidently  engaged  in  a  desperate  struggle  with  Hulk, 
for  they  could  hear  shouts  and  the  sound  of  blows,  and  then  all  of  a 
sudden  the  sharp  report  of  a  rifle  and  an  agonized  shriek. 

Then  Marsden  was  seen  to  fall  to  the  floor  and  never  move  again, 
the  torch  going  out  amid  a  shower  of  sparks,  as  it  was  dashed  from 
his  hand. 

Carlssen  rushed  forward,  gun  in  hand,  and  in  an  instant  he  was 
soon  engaged  in  a  terrible  tight  with  Hulk,  the  latter  swearing  and 
cursing  like  a  fiend. 

Suddenly  there  was  the  quick  gleam  of  flashing  steel,  and  with  a 
heavy  thud  the  Swede  fell  to  the  ground,  crying  out  in  his  native 
tongue: 

“  My  God l  I  am  stabbed!” 

Then  he  stretched  out  his  hands  convulsively  and  gasped,  his  head 
fell  upon  one  side,  his  limbs  stretched  out  and  he  was  dead. 

With  a  cry  of  horror  the  whole  party  rushed  forward,  but  when  they 
reached  the  further  extremity  of  the  cavern  Hulk  was  not  to  be  seen. 

There  was  a  narrow  fissure  in  the  rocky  wall,  however,  just  wide 
enough  to  allow  a  man  to  pass,  and  through  this  Hulk  had  made  his 
way,  either  to  the  outside,  or  to  some  inner  cavern,  hitherto  undis¬ 
covered. 

“  He  has  dropped  his  knife,”  said  Spencer,  “  and  he  has  no  more 
ammunition.  Let  us  hunt  him  out.” 

Before  any  one  could  stop  him  the  oarsman  had  passed  through  the 
opening,  although  Doublequick  shouted  a  warning  to  him,  for  he  saw 
that  Pete  had  taken  nothing  with  him — not  even  a  knife. 

“  Look  out  for  him,”  cried  Spank.  “  He’s  a  treacherous  cur  and 
may  bite.” 

The  cur’s  bark  could  be  heard  even  at  that  moment,  together  with  a 
cry  of  horror  from  Spencer. 

Then  came  the  sickening  sound  of  a  blow  upon  the  head  from  some 
heavy  instrument,  followed  by  a  groan  and  a  dull  thud,  as  of  someone 
falling. 

All  was  silent  for  several  minutes,  and  Petersen  relit  the  brand  let 
fall  by  Marsden,  and  thrust  it  into  the  opeuing  in  the  wall. 

This  was  at  once  seen  to  have  been  recently  enlarged,  the  heavy 
masses  of  rock  lying  all  around  in  huge  slabs,  the  material  which 
formed  the  walls  of  this  strange  abode  being  of  volcanic  origin  and 
easily  breaking  off  when  exposed  to  strong  pressure. 

“  Do  you  see  anything?”  asked  Doublequick,  in  an  excited  whisper. 

“  I  see  something  lying  on  the  floor  or  ground,  and  the  place  has  a 
strange  look.  I  cannot  see  this  fiend  who  has  done  such  terrible 
work  to  night.” 

There  was  another  dreadful  pause,  no  one  caring  to  say  a  word, 
and  then  Spencer’s  voice  was  heard  saying,  feebly: 

“  Are  you  there,  boys?” 

“  Yes.  Are  you  hurt?”  asked  Spank. 

“  Badly.  Come  in  here;  he  has  gone.” 

Doublequick,  Spank  aud  Petersen  passed  through  the  opening, 
leaving  the  others  to  guard  the  cavern,  and  a  terrible  sight  met  their 
gaze. 

By  the  light  of  the  torch  they  saw  the  poor  fellow  lying  upon  his 
back,  his  head  bleeding  badly  and  his  face  as  pale  as  death. 

The  floor  of  the  place  they  had  entered  wa8  of  ice,  and  the  walls 
glittered  like  glass,  the  ceiling,  shaped  like  a  dome,  being  hung  with 
long  icicles,  which  reflected  the  light  of  the  torch  from  a  thousand 
shining  points. 

They  were  then  not  in  a  cave  like  their  own,  but  a  glittering  ice 
cavern,  formed  by  the  Frost  King’s  baud,  and  which  would  be  de¬ 
stroyed  at  the  return  of  warm  weather. 

At  the  further  end  could  be  seen  an  opening,  low  and  narrow, 
through  which  Hulk  had  doubtless  made  his  way  out. 

In  faltering  accents  the  poor  man,  wounded  unto  death,  told  them 
that  Hulk  had  struck  him  over  the  head  with  the  butt  of  a  gun,  and 
that  then  he  had  made  his  escape  through  the  opening  at  the  other 
side. 

He  was  scarcely  able  to  finish  his  story,  his  skull  having  been  ter¬ 
ribly  fractured,  the  wonder  being  that  he  had  been  able  to  survive 
the  blow  at  all. 

Had  it  not  been  for  his  fur  hood,  it  was  improbable  that  he  would 
have  lived  an  instant,  this  deadening  the  force  of  the  blow  in  a  meas¬ 
ure,  but  not  enough  to  prevent  its  being  fatal  in  the  end. 

He  was  failing  rapidly,  and  his  companions  bore  him  tenderly  into 
the  cavern  where  he  had  lived  with  them  so  peacefully,  and  laid  him 
upon  his  rude  bed. 

Doublequick  gave  him  a  drink  of  water  and  dressed  his  wound  as 
well  as  he  could,  though  there  was  no  hope  of  saving  him,  the  hand  of 
death  being  already  upon  him. 

The  bodies  of  Marsden  and  Carlssen  were  brought  into  the  front 
part  of  the  cavern  and  covered  from  sight,  so  that  Spencer  might  not 
see  them,  after  which  those  that  remained  or  the  little  band  did  tiieir 
utmost  to  cheer  the  spirits  of  the  dying  man,  and  render  happy  his 
last  moments. 

Old  Binnacle  sat  apart  in  an  obscure  corner  and  said  nothing, 
though  one  could  occasionally  hear  his  suppressed  sobs,  and  kne'w 
that  he  was  weeping  bitterly. 


He  had  loved  Spencer  in  a  rough  way,  and  deeply  felt  his  loss, 
more  so,  perhaps,  than  the  others,  having  known  the  honest  fellow 
from  a  boy. 

Petersen  grieved  a  good  deal  over  the  loss  of  his  two  comrades, 
though  he  also  felt  a  keen  sorrow  at  the  prospect  of  losing  Spencer, 
whom  he  had  known  but  a  short  time,  but  had  learned  to  like  for  all 
that. 

Spencer  lingered  for  an  hour  or  so,  saying  but  little  and  gradually 
relapsing  into  unconsciousness,  having  passed  the  stage  of  delirium 
which  attends  an  injury  to  the  brain. 

At  the  last  he  revived  for  a  few  minutes,  bade  good-by  to  his 
friends,  and  then  drawing  Doublequick’s  head  down  to  him,  he  whis¬ 
pered  in  his  ear: 

“Don’t  give  up,  Doublequick,  my  boy.  You  and  the  rest  will  be 
saved;  I  have  dreamt  it,  and  I  know  it  is  so.  Bury  me  deep  in  the 
snow,  and  think  of  ire  sometimes  when  you  reach  home.  Say  good- 
by  to  Spank  and  Mr.  Binnacle,  and  tell  my  old  mother  that  I  wasn’t 
afraid  to  die.  May  God  forgive  Jim  Hulk  and  bless  you  three. 
Good-by,  old  fellow,  for  I  see  the  light  coming  stronger  and  strong¬ 
er.” 

Then  with  a  sudden  effort  he  raised  himself  up,  threw  both  arms 
about  his  friend’s  neck,  and  dropped  his  weary  head  upon  the 
broad  shoulders  that  had  so  ofteu  helped  to  make  his  own  work 
lighter. 

He  did  not  move  after  that,  and  several  minutes  elapsed  before  any 
one  uttered  a  word. 

Then  poor  old  Binnacle  arose,  and  in  tones  choked  and  stammer¬ 
ing,  said :  \ 

“  My  God!  the  poor  boy  is  dead — dead— and  I  promised  his  mother 
to  look  out  for  him.  Folks  may  think  I  was  rough  with  him — some* 
times,  but  he  knov\ed  I  wasn’t.  By  Jinks,  I’d  rather  it  had  been 
me  than  him.” 

Spencer  was  dead  indeed,  and  our  hero  replaced  his  dead  body 
upon  the  couch  and  covered  the  face  with  his  jacket,  while  all  hands 
sat  silently  around,  aud  no  one  broke  the  silence. 

They  sat  there  until  morning,  when  they  arose  and  went  out  into 
the  frosty  air,  the  smoke  of  the  volcano  still  ascending,  though  the 
flame  was  less  bright  than  on  the  previous  night. 

With  much  labor  the;  dug  a  bole  in  the  snow,  and  placed  the  three 
bodies  therein,  covering  them  over  with  furs,  and  then  replacing  the 
fleecy  shroud  and  burying  them  from  sight. 

They  made  three  rude  crosses  of  wood,  and  placed  them  at  the 
head  of  the  rude  grave  10  rnaik  the  last  resting  place  of  their  dead 
comrades,  for  whom  a  silent  prayer  was  Baid,  aud  then  the  survivors 
turned  away  and  entered  the  cavern. 

The  ice  cave  beyond  was  explored,  the  further  exit  opening  upon 
the  ice  at  the  base  of  the  cliffs  under  the  lea  of  an  overhangiug  . 
ledge.  * 

The  cave  had  been  formed  by  the  melting  and  drifting  of  the  snow 
and  ice  from  the  ledge,  the  huge  icicles  gradually  reaching  to  the 
frozen  ocean  and  forming  a  vaulted  chamber,  through  the  walls  of 
which  Hulk  had  undoubtedly  dug  his  way,  so  as  to  have  two  modes 
of  egress,  one  into  the  cavern  and  the  other  out  upon  the  ice. 

Doublequick  and  Spank  got  together  a  large  quantity  of  snow  and 
completely  blocked  up  the  passage,  pressing  it  down  hard  and  solid 
so  that  it  was  like  ice,  and  not  easily  penetrated. 

They  piled  the  snow  up  thick  about  the  place,  and  increased  the 
width  of  the  walls  two-fold,  Petersen  and  Larssen  working  inside  and 
they  outside. 

Then  they  also  blocked  up  the  entrance  from  the  ice  cave  to  their 
cavern,  making  a  wall  three  feet  thick  of  solid  snow  packed  down  hard 
aud  firm,  so  that  even  if  Hulk  should  get  back  to  the  ice  cave  he 
would  not  be  able  to  penetrate  again  into  the  home  of  the  Bailors. 

These  tasks  occupied  nearly  all  day,  and  when  night  came  our  hero 
and  his  friends  were  pretty  well  worn  out  and  glad  to  get  rest,  after 
having  partaken  of  supper. 

They  went  outside  a  few  moments,  but  the  volcano  was  not  so  vig¬ 
orous  as  before,  the  flames  coming  out  at  intervals  only,  and  then 
lasting  not  more  than  ten  minutes. 

The  air  grew  colder  and  colder,  and  yet  despite  this,  the  snow  fell 
thick  and  fast,  threatening  to  lock  them  completely  up  within  their 
snug  abode,  and  utterly  obliterating  the  signs  which  marked  the  rest¬ 
ing  place  of  Spencer  and  Petersen’s  two  friemls. 

“  He  has  brought  it  on  himself,”  said  Doublequick,  gravely,  “  but 
for  that,  1  say  the  Lord  help  Jim  Hulk  this  terrible  night.” 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 

SNOWED  IN. 

“  There  wasn’t  any  one  else  to  do  it.  I  can  say  that,”  returned 
Binnacle,  and  then  he  stretched  himself  out  upon  his  bunk  and  went 
to  sleep. 

There  was  no  danger  that  any  one  would  enter,  and  no  watch 
was  kept,  there  being  uo  more  fear  of  traitors  within,  and,  there¬ 
fore,  they  all  slept  in  peace,  the  lire  being  banked  up  eo  that  it 
would  keep  all  night. 

Spank  awoke  the  first  of  any  one,  and  going  to  the  door,  saw  that  it 
was  still  snowing  fast,  the  door  being  already  nearly  blocked  up  by 
a  huge  drift  which  reached  within  a  foot  or  so  of  the  top. 

He  stirred  up  the  lire,  and  then  went  back  ami  took  another 
nap,  being  awakened  an  hour  afterwards  by  hearing  Doublequick 
Calling  him  to  breakfast. 

“  I  guess  there  will  be  no  going  out  to-day,”  said  the  young  hnr- 
pooner.  “  for  it  is  still  snowing  like  mad,  and  we  are  already  nearly 
blocked  in.  Suppose  we  should  be  snow-bound  for  a  mouth  or  so?” 
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••  1M  rather  be  bound  for  home,”  said  Binuacle,  dryly,  nod  then 
he  relapsed  into  silence,  and  after  finishing  his  breakfast,  took  a 
gnoce,  Spank  following  suit. 

One  or  two  pipes  a  day  was  all  they  allowed  themselves,  for  the 
supply  of  tobacco  was  limited,  which  was  more  than  could  be  said 
.f  their  stay  in  these  regions. 

‘•Its  lucky  for  us  that  you  fellows  came  along,”  Spank  said, 
••  to ■  our  own  tobacco  had  all  given  out.  If  we’d  known  when  we 
left  the  old  bride  that  we  was  coming  here  we’d  ’ve  supplied  our- 
selves  better.  We  could  have  fetched  a  book  or  so,  too,  for  read¬ 
ing  is  a  groat  blessing.” 

Binnacle  looked  around,  shook  his  head,  and  after  finishing  his 
pipe,  la}  down  and  went  to  sleep  again,  not  getting  up  until  noon, 
sou  after  having  had  something  to  eat,  turned  in  again* 

spank  and  the  two  Swedes  followed  his  example,  but  Doublequick 
remained  awake,  being  occupied  with  his  thoughts,  and  trying  to 
devise  a  way  out  of  their  troubles. 

As  far  as  standing  the  winter  was  concerned,  that  could  easily 

being  how  they  were  to  get  away  from 
that  their  boat  was  destroyed  and  no 


be  done,  the  real  question 
this  desolate  region,  now 
means  of  getting  another. 

There  were  less  mouths 
supplies  giving  out  was 
workers  also,  and  Spencer 
loss  being  a  severe  one  to 
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thinking  of  poor  Spencer,  I  know, 
would  be  out  of  place.  Spencer 
a  long  face  always,  and  I  do  not 
be  would  tell  us  to  enjoy  our* 
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to  feed  now,  so  that  the  danger  of  the 
materially  lessened,  but  there  were  less 
had  always  been  rich  in  expedients,  bis 
the  party,  for  be  was  always  deviking 
something,  and  if  any  one  could  have  gotten  them  out  of  their 
predicament  it  was  he. 

Even  Doublequick  had  relied  upon  him  to  a  considerable  extent, 
and  now  be  would  no  longer  make  suggestions  which  our  hero  could 
carry  out  better  than  any  one  else,  even  Spencer  himself  not  ex¬ 
cepted. 

Doubiequick  sat  alone,  therefore,  and  turned  over  one  plan  after 
another  in  his  mind  while  his  comrades  slept,  none  seeming  to  suit, 
until  at  last  he  gave  up  the  effort,  and  busied  himself  in  putting 
things  straight  in  the  cave,  nothing  having  been  arranged  since  the 
previous  night. 

Along  iu  the  afternoon  all  hands  aroused  themselves,  for  the  very 
good  reason  that  they  could  not  sleep  any  longer,  and  Spank,  light¬ 
ing  his  pipe,  said: 

“  Give  us  a  yaru,  old  Toplight.  We’ve  nothing  to  read,  nothing 
to  do,  and  can’t  get  out.  If  we  don’t  have 
ourselves  we’ll  be  just  like  so  many  pigs.” 

“  Shall  I  do  it,  Doublequick?”  asked  the  old  fellow, 
the  young  harpooner. 

“  Yes,  by  all  means.  You  are 
and  have  an  idea  that  a  yarn 
would  not  want  you  to  carry 
doubt  that  if  be  could  speak  now 
selves  as  we  always  have.” 

“To  be  sure,”  answered  Spank,  “we  must  do  something, 
Spencer  was  not  the  boy  to  take  any  comfort  away  from  us.'’ 

“  I  was  goin’  to  tell  a  yarn  this  mornin’,”  the  old  man  said,  “  hut  1 
didn’t  like  to  do  it,  seein’  as  poor  Pete  hadn’t  been  buried  more’n  a 
few  hours,  and  I  thought  it  would  seem  as  if  we  was  makm’  light  o’ 
solemn  things.” 

“  Have  no  fear  on  these  points,  Mr.  Binnacle,”  Doublequick  said, 
assuringly.  “  We  well  know  your  feelings,  which  are  those  of  all  of 
us,  but  our  poor  friend  was  never  a  mar-sport,  and  you  may  be  assured 
that  it  was  not  his  wish  that  we  should  mope  and  hung  our  heads  all 
our  lives  because  be  had  left  us,  but  that  things  should  go  on  just 
the  same  as  before.” 

“  I  think  so,  too,  and  seein’  you  want  to  hear  a  yarn,  I’ll  try  and 
give  ye  a  good  one,  though  I  don’t  hardly  know  where  (o  begin.” 

“  That  don’t  make  any  difference,”  said  Spank;  “  you’re  hound  to 
reach  the  China  tea  clipper  and  that  unfortunate  young  woman  before 
you  get  through.  Start  anywhere;  it’s  all  the  same  to  us.” 

“  You  alius  was  a  joker,  Spank  Howard;  so  there  aiu’t  no  use  to 
mind  what  you  says.  Thinkin’  o’  this  enow  storm,  did  I  ever  tell  you 
how  I  ’most  got  roasted  by  a  lot  o’  savages  right  down  under  the 
Quator!” 

“  That’s  a  funny  thing  for  a  snow  storm  to  remind  you  of.  Did  the 
volcano  remind  you  of  getting  your  ears  frozen?  No,  I  never  heard 
that  beginning  of  your  time-honored  story,  so  drive  ahead  and  give  us 
something  new.” 

“  Well,  as  I  was  sayin’,  me  an’  old  Sam  Starhoard — who  could 
prove  it  if  he  was  here— we  got  nabbed  by  a  lot  o’  niggers  down  off 
the  Guinea  coast,  and  had  the  closest  shave  ye  ever  seed.  It  was  in 
the  old  slave  stealin’  days,  and  when  them  niggers  got  hold  o’  the  sub¬ 
scriber  and  Sam  Starboard,  they  just  intended  to  make  a  example  out 

o’  ’em.  ,  ,  ,  ,  , .  , 

“  They  lit  a  roarin’  old  ffire,  an’  after  strippin’  'us  an'  rubbin’  us 
down  with  salt  an’  pepper,  an’  spices,  an’  sugar  an’  molasses - ” 

“  Su^ar-cured -hams,  as  I  live!”  said  Spank,  but  Binnacle  darted 
an  indignant  look  at  him,  and  continued  his  yarn  without  replying 
to  this  irrelevant  remark. 

“  They  tied  us  up  to  a  stake  an’  give  us  chunks  of  ice  to  swallow, 
arter  which  they  sot  the  fires  to  goin’.  The  ice>as  so  we’d  cook 
3lowly  for  they  don’t  like  things  burned,  you  know. 

a  Wall  I  had  took  the  precaution  to  go  to  the  ice-house  that  morn¬ 
in’  before  breakfast,  an’  I  had  just  chuck  myself  so  full  that  I  was  just 
about  frozen  solid,  an’  the  flames  had  no  more  effect  than  to  thaw  me 

fJ“  Then  the  princess  o’  that  ’ere  tribe  was  sweet  onto  me,  an’  she 
kept  givin'  me  ice  cream,  for  they  know  how  to  live,  them  niggers 


did,  an’  don’t  you  forget  it.  Old  Sam  Starboard  didn’t  get  any,  an’  it 
went  harder  with  him  nor  it  did  with  me,  his  old  shins  gettin’  a  good 
roastin’,  an’  the  fat  a-runnin’  out  o’  his  round  sides  enough  to  most¬ 
ly  smother  the  tires. 

“  I’d  just  begun  to  nicely  thaw  out — for  the  black  gal  as  was 
givin’  me  ice  cream  hadn’t  got  any  more  left — an’  1  was  gittin’ 
hotter  than  blazes,  when  all  to  once  the  rest  o’  the  crew  broke  out 
o’  their  prison  au’  came  rustlin’  up  like  mad. 

“  They  scattered  the  nigs  an’  took  away  the  princess  to  the  old 
clipper  what  was  anchored  in  the  harbor,  the  owner’s  daughter  look¬ 
in’  over  the  rail  at  me  with  longin’  eyes.” 

Spank  said  nothing,  but  guve  Doublequick  a  wink,  aud  the  old 
man,  relighting  his  pipe,  which  had  gone  out,  weut  on  with  the 
recital  of  his  adventures. 

“  The  young  woman  was  glad  to  see  me  agin,  an’  we  set  sail 
for  Hobartou  right  away  ’cause  we  had  to  get  a  lot  more  chests, 
the  convicts  makm’  ’em  for  us.  The  yaller  gal  wus  awfully  jealous, 
though,  au’  she  swore  to  me  that  she  would  take  t’other  one’s  life. 

“  Now,  seein’  as  I  would  get  into  trouble  with  that  gal’s  father  if 
anythin’  happened,  I  didn’t  feel  very  nice  when  she  said  that,  and  I 
sot  myself  to  thinking’  how  I  was  goin’  to  stop  it,  but  couldn’t  come 
to  any  good  conclusion. 

“  All  of  a  suddent  we  was  attacked  by  Malay  pirates,  off  the  coast 
o’  South  America - ” 

“  How  did  they  get  there?”  asked  Petersen,  “  and  what  were  you 
doing  around  South  America  with  a  China  tea  clipper?” 

“  I  didn’t  say  which  side,  did  I?  Twasn't  the  Atlantic,  but  the 
Pacific;  we’d  been  bio  wed  there  by  a  gale,  we  and  the  pirates  both. 
You  never  Baw  such  a  gale.  It  blew  all  the  hair  off  the  top  o*  my 
head,  so  it  wouldu’t  never  grow  no  more. 

“  When  the  nigger  gal  see  the  pirates  she  jined  hands  with  ’em  and 
tried  to  lug  the  young  woman  away.  With  three  pistols  in  her  hands, 
a  knife  in  the  other,  and  a  sausage-grinder  iu  her  teeth,  she  rushed 
up  and  grabbed  the  young  woman  by  the  hair - ” 

“  She  was  four-handed  with  a  vengeance,”  interrupted  Spank. 

“She  grabbed  the  young  woman  by  the  hair,  I  tell  you,  and  was 
just  about  to  cut  off  her  nose  with  a  cleaver,  for  the  gal  had  a  putty 
nose,  and  was  very  proud  of  it,  as  well  she  might  be,  seein’  I  had  told 
her  that  it  looked  like  the  end  of  a  broom-handle,  when  there  came 
the  most  awful  clap  of  thunder - ” 

He  paused,  for  a  souud  like  that  he  described  was  heard  at  that 
moment,  and  everyone  jumped  to  their  feet  and  rushed  to  the  door* 

Spank  threw  it  open  and  a  solid  wall  of  snow  was  seen,  shutting 
out  all  light  and  sound,  and  no  doubt  many  feet  in  thickness. 

“  A  snow-slide,”  said  Petersen.  “  We  are  shut  up,  and  perhaps  for 
many  months.” 

“  And  we  have  barred  our  exit  at  the  other  side,”  said  Spank. 

“  We  are  caught  like  mice  in  a  trap.” 

There  arose  a  perfect  babel  of  explanations  and  plans,  everybody 
speaking  at  once  and  no  one  hearing  what  any  one  else  said,  old  Bin¬ 
nacle  remarking  to  himself  in  the  midst  of  the  hubbub: 

“  Another  good  story  gone  to  thunder,  and  just  when  I  was  reach¬ 
ing  the  crisis!” 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

DIGGING  OUT  MORE  VICTIMS — THE  SUICIDE. 

When  the  tumult  had  somewhat  subsided,  Spank  said,  calmly: 

“  There’s  no  use  in  feeling  bad  about  this.  Ask  Doubiequick  if  we 
are  going  to  be  shut  up  here  more  than  a  few  hours,  if  we  don’t  want 
to  be.” 

“  Not  more  than  a  day,  anyhow,”  answered  the  harpooner;  “  and 
if  we  had  some  good  siout  shovels  we  would  not  stay  in  as  long  as 
that.” 

“  How  are  you  going  to  dig  out?”  asked  Petersen. 

“  There  are  boards  here,  and  we  have  our  sheath  knives,  so  there 
you  have  a  sort  of  shovel.” 

“  But  where  are  yon  going  to  put  the  snow?”  asked  one  of  the 
Swedes. 

“  I  shall  tunnel  through  the  outside  first,  and  then  we  can  throw  the 
snow  anywhere  we  choose.  1  can  press  it  aside  aud  not  leave  but 
little  in  the  passage,  as  it  will  easily  pack.” 

“  Then  let’s  get  to  work,”  said  Spank,  and  with  a  sharpened  board 
be  began  digging  vigorously  in  an  upward  direction,  so  as  to  pene¬ 
trate  the  drift  as  quickly  as  possible. 

The  first  few  shovelfuls,  if  they  could  be  called  so,  were  thrown  back 
into  the  cave;  but  after  that  Spank  pressed  the  snow  as  he  loosened  it 
against  the  sides  of  the  tunnel,  using  Ids  head  and  shoulders  for  the 
same  purpose. 

“  He  looks  like  one  o’  them  water-bugs  what  works  with  his  head,” 
remarked  Binnacle,  “though  I  didn’t  suppose  that  Spank  Howard  was 
any  good  on  head  work  before.” 

There  was  a  laugh  at  this,  and  Spank  shDuted  back: 

“  You  will  see  my  feet  work,  you  old  walrus,  if  you  get  in  their 
way.  Just  give  me  one  of  your  tough  yarns,  and  I’ll  dig  out  of  here 
in  less  than  no  time.” 

After  about  ten  minutes  of  hard  work,  Spank  slid  back  into  the 
cave,  and  Doubiequick  entered  the  tunnel  winch  he  lengthened  by 
several  feet,  and  widened  as  well,  giving  place  in  turn  to  the  others 
alternately. 

“  It’s  too  dark  outside  now,  anyhow,”  said  Spank,  “  and  we  might 
as  well  go  to  bed.  In  the  morning  we  can  attack  it  again.  We  have 
plenty  of  air  to  last  us.” 

The  work  was,  therefore,  stopped  until  morning,  when,  as  soon  as 
breakfast  iiad  been  eaten,  it  was  carried  on  with  renewed  vigor, 
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POUBLEQUICK. 


Doublequick  taking  the  first  turn,  Spank  the  next,  and  so  on,  the 
Swedes  coming  last. 

Each  man  worked  about  fifteen  minutes,  and  then  made  way  for 
another,  so  that  they  need  not  get  too  tired,  and  by  that  means  carry¬ 
ing  the  work  on  faster  than  if  each  man  had  worked  longer  at  a 

time.  ,  A  .  ,  „  . 

“  The  tunnel  will  be  all  we  need,  anyhow,  to  get  in  here,’  observed 

Doublequick,  “and  we  shall  be  all  the  warmer  for  this  mass  of  snow 

at  our  door.” 

They  had  all  taken  two  or  three  turns  at  the  work,  Doublequick  be¬ 
ing  just  ready  to  relieve  one  of  the  Swedes,  when  Petersen,  who  had 
been  looking  into  the  tunnel,  suddenly  shouted  out: 

“  I  think  lie’s  breaking  through.  Yes,  by  George,  he  is,  for  I  can 
see  the  sky  overhead.  There  he  goes.” 

Doublequick  looked  up  and  saw  the  man  climbing  out  through  the 
end  of  the  tunnel,  and,  for  a  moment,  felt  a  slight  regret  that  he  had 


..  Fred  and  I  put  after  him,  though,”  continued  Spank,  carrying 0 
■  - - J  headway,  gaining  upon  him  greatly. 


the  storv  “  and  made  good  headway,  gaining  upon  nun  greatly. 

‘‘  Then  lie  dodged  into  a  hole  scarcely  big  enough  to  admit  a 
body  and  we  could  not  get  at  him.  I  hated  to  fire  into  the  hole  a« 
would  shoot  a  rabbit,  and  so  we  left  him.  ■ 


ould  shoot  a  rabmt,  anu  so  we  ieit  m.u. 

“  I  choked  the  hole  up  with  snow,  anyhow,  though  I  guess  \\y 
enough  lie’s  got  another  way  out  of  it.  We  hunted  around  for  al0l) 
«me, “but  OWu’t  Bud  ias  cien  and  so  started  btiek. 


t  didn’t  Hiiu  Ills  ueu,  am.  ouceur  vu  — ...  . 

Let  us  bury  these  poor  fellows,  said  Doublequick,  and  returnin. 
to  the  cave,  they  procured  their  rude  shovels  and  soon  dng  a  deepb0, 
in  the  snow  into  which  they  placed  the  bodies,  and  then  covered  then 
over  and  rounded  the  snow  into  a  mound  to  mark  the  spot. 

“  outlook  seems  blacker  than  ever,  hoys,  said  the  youn< 
harnooner,  as  they  once  more  entered  the  cave  “  but  let  us  n0; 
‘  . n  I mno  vat  There  are  better  days  ahead  for  us.  I 


harpooner,  as  tuey  onu«  - *  ,  . 

give  up  all  hope  yet.  There  are  better  days  ahead  for 


not  been  the  one  to  do  so. 

He  suddenly  heard  a  cry  for  help,  and  saw  the  loose  snow  come  roll¬ 
ing  down,  as  though  the  Swede  were  engaged  in  a  struggle  with  some 
man  or  animal. 

He  instantly  thought  of  Hulk,  and,  seizing  one  of  the  remaining 
guns,  he  scrambled  up  the  passage  as  quickly  as  he  could,  calling  on 
the  others  to  follow. 

When  he  reached  the  outer  air,  the  snow  being  frozen  over  on  top 
so  as  to  bear  his  weight,  he  beheld  one  of  the  Swedes  and  Hulk 
engaged  in  a  deadly  struggle,  the  other  being  already  dead  upon  the 
enow. 

As  he  rushed  toward  them,  the  malignant  Hulk  suddenly  tripped 
his  opponent  and  threw  him  down,  falling  upon  him  at  the  next 
moment. 

In  a  second  lie  had  snatched  the  man’s  knife  from  his  belt,  and, 
raising  it  quickly,  drove  it  to  the  hilt  in  the  poor  fellow’s  throat. 

Doubleqmck  uttered  a  cry  of  horror,  and,  raising  the  gun  to  his 
shoulder,  sent  a  bullet  whistling  after  the  murderous  wretch,  who  had 
just  sprung  to  his  feet  aud  was  scurrying  away  over  the  snow. 

By  a  lucky  chance  he  happened  to  slip,  and  fell  just  before  the 
bullet  reached  him,  or  otherwise  he  would  have  been  killed  to  a  cer¬ 
tainty. 

Spank  now  appeared  on  the  scene,  followed  by  Petersen  and  Bin¬ 
nacle,  and  seeing  Doublequick  in  hot  pursuit  of  Hulk,  instantly  gave 
chase. 

Petersen  stopped  to  look  at  his  dead  companion,  and  the  old  mate 
shook  his  head  sadly  as  if  not  certaiu  whether  it  ought  not  be  his  turn 
next  to  be  the  victim  of  this  fiend  in  human  shape. 

“My  God,  the  poor  fellow  is  dead,”  said  Petersen,  in  a  burst  of 
grief,  “  and  I,  of  all  our  ship’s  company,  am  the  only  one  left.  This  is 
fate  and  I  cannot  escape.  I  shall  die  in  these  desolate  regions  a  victim 
to  service  like  my  father  and  brothers.” 

“  Don’t  get  down-hearted,  my  man,”  said  old  Binnacle.  “  We’ll  be 
fetched  out  of  our  troubles  yet,  never  you  fear.” 

“  Alas,  uo!  nothing  is  left  me  but  a  miserable  death.  I  was  warned 
not  to  go  on  this  voyage.  All  of  my  male  kindred  have  been  lost  in 
these  regions,  and  now  I  shall  follow  them.  One  by  one  my  compan¬ 
ions  have  been  taken  and  now  I  am  alone.  My  time  will  soon  come 
and  I  shall  die  in  solitude  and  misery.” 

“  Cheer  up,  matey,  there’s  no  use  in  getting  down-hearted.  We 
ain’t  gone  yet  and  what’s  more,  we  ain’t  going  to  leave  ye.  That 
mis’able  cuss  ain’t  got  much  more  rope  I  tell  ye,  and  he’ll  soon  come 
to  the  end  on’t.” 

“  Thanks,  Mr.  Binnacle,  but  it  is  not  he  that  I  fear.  I  am  not  afraid 
of  death,  when  it  comes  swift  and  sure,  but  it  is  the  lingering  agony  I 
dread.  No,  no,  it  is  written  above  that  I  must  die  here,  but  it  remains 
for  me  to  choose  the  means.” 

Before  Binnacle  could  interfere  or  prevent  him,  the  saddened  and 
utterly  disheartened  man  seized  the  knife  which  had  remained  in  the 
Swede’s  throat,  and  drove  it  deep  into  his  heart,  falling  without  a 
struggle  upon  the  spotless  snow  which  was  immediately  stained  with 
a  rush  of  blood  from  his  mouth. 

The  mate  rushed  up  and  lifted  the  man  in  his  arms,  but  he  was 
already  dead  and  nothing  could  he  done  now  except  to  bury  him  in 
the  snow  together  with  his  unfortunate  comrade. 

“  That  makes  on’y  three  of  us,”  muttered  the  old  man,  as  he  laid 
the  body  down  again  and  covered  the  faces  of  the  two  men  with  their 
own  handkerchiefs;  “  me,  and  Spank,  and  Doublequick.  The  Lord 
help  Jim  Hulk  if  Spank  Howard  gets  hold  on  him.  Ha,  here  they 
come  now,  him  and  Fred,  and  alone.  Guess  they  didn’t  catch 
him.” 

The  old  mate  walked  toward  his  two  companions,  who  were  return¬ 
ing  slowly  over  the  snow,  and  when  they  had  come  near  enough  to 
converse,  he  said: 

“  There’s  another  feller  gone  to  glory  out  of  our  crowd.  Petersen 
has  went,  poor  fellow.  He  got  down  in  the  mouth,  and  stabbed  him¬ 
self.” 

“  Good  Heaven!  all  these  deaths,  one  after  the  other,  omens  of  our 
own  fate!”  gasped  Spank.  “  Heaven  grant  that  we  may  be  spared,  but 
there  is  a  fatality  in  all  this  which  makes  me  shudder.” 

“You  didn’t  catch  that  nasty,  sneaking  cuss,  did  ye?  Or  did  ye 
kill  him  and  leave  him  to  freeze  solid  on  the  bare  snow.'  It’ll  be  warm 
enough  where  he’s  going,  so  lie  needn’t  mind  a  little  cold  weather 
more  or  less  afore  he  gets  there.  He’ll  have  plenty  chance  to  thaw 
out.” 

“  Before  I  could  fire  again,”  said  Doublequick,  “he  dodged  behind 
a  mass  of  ice  and  rocks,  and  when  1  came  up,  lie  was  some  distance 
away  and  running  like  a  deer.” 


CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

HOPING  AGAINST  HOPE — AN  INTERRUPTION. 

The  situation  of  the  castaways  was  indeed  a  deplorable  one,  ag. 
reduced  in  number  as  they  were,  there  were  less  to  work,  less  to  sup¬ 
ply  a  fund  of  interest  and  amusement,  and  more  hardship  and  danger 
to  the  share  of  each. 

Three  men  conld  not  work  as  well  as  six,  and  the  feeling  of  loneli¬ 
ness  would  be  greater  now  than  it  had  been  before,  particularly  when 
one  remembered  the  sad  endings  of  his  companions,  and  thought  that 
such  might  perchance  be  his  own  fate. 

Doublequick  could  well  understand  why  Petersen  should  commit 
suicide,  having  lost  all  his  friends,  and  knowing  well  the  desolation  of 
a  life  of  solitude  in  these  frozen  regions,  whose  secret  he  had  vainly! 
tried  to  read;  and  he  breathed  a  silent  prayer  that  he  might  be  spared) 
from  such  a  fate. 

The  days  that  succeeded  were  bitterly  cold,  and  the  fire  would  have] 
afforded  them  but  little  warmth  had  it  not  been  for  the  snow  piled 
about  the  door,  which  kept  the  cold  wind  from  penetrating. 

Thus  the  time  passed,  the  weather  growing  colder  and  still  colder, 
for  the  seasons  are  different  in  the  Southern  hemisphere  from  wtiati 
they  are  in  the  Northern,  and  there  were  many  dreary  months  to  be 
yet  passed  before  they  would  be  released. 

The  winter  season  had  scarcely  begun  when  they  arrived,  though 
they  judged  it.  to  be  well  oo  the  way,  and  wtiat  they  took  for  bitter 5 
weather  was  only  the  end  of  the  Antarctic  summer,  the  rigors  of  the 
season  being  yet  before  t  hem. 

Fortunately,  they  had  food  in  abundance,  and  when  the  wood  should 
give  out  could  keep  themselves  warm  by  burning  tiie  fat  of  the  seals 
which  had  stood  them  in  such  good  stead. 

March  passed,  April  came  and  went,  May  followed,  and  June  was 
half  gone,  and  still  no  breaking  up  of  the  ice,  the  castaways  now 
beginning  to  give  up  all  hope  of  ever  getting  away  from  this  terri¬ 
ble  land. 

“  I  don’t  wonder  that  there  have  been  so  few  discoveries  recorded 
in  this  part  of  the  world,”  said  Doublequick  one  morning,  as  the  three 
sat  around  the  fire,  “for  even  should  a  man  find  the  place,  there  is 
little  chance  of  his  getting  away  again.” 

“  Why,  bless  your  heart,”  said  the  mate,  “it  seems  to  me  as  if 
the  winter  were  only  just  hanging  on  to  aggravate  us.  I’ll  bet  that  , 
it’s  forgotten  itself  and  is  giving  us  a  double  dose.  I  don’t  suppose  “ 
they  have  any  calendars  down  here,  and  the  man  that  runs  the  weather 
forgot  to  turn  the  crank  and  give  us  summer.” 

“  I  cannot  help  thinking,”  remarked  our  hero,  after  a  silence,  ‘‘that 
we  shall  be  saved  after  all.  Why,  do  you  know  that  only  yesterday, 
when  I  went  out  to  get  a  little  fresh  air  and  a  bit  of  a  run,  I  saw  that 
fellow  Hulk  running  over  the  ice  at  some  distance.  Now  if  he  is 
permitted  to  live,  there  is  certainly  some  hope  for  us.” 

“  The  old  boy  alone  knows  where  he  lives,  though,”  replied  Spank 
“  I  thought  he’d ’ve  been  frozen  stiff  months  ago.  He  has  a  worse 
time  of  it  than  we,  anyhow,  for  lie’s  atone  and  has  no  one  to  talk  to." 

“  Since  the  volcano  went  back  on  us  and  stopped  burning  so  sud¬ 
denly,  I  are  begun  to  get  discouraged  myself,”  the  mate  said.  “It’s 
months  now,  ain’t  it,  and  we  thought  the  thing  was  goiti’  to  let  us 
right  out’n  here  to  wunst.” 

“  It  is  just  as  well  we  did  not  know  the  future,  boys,  for  we  mifM 
have  been  unable  to  bear  it.  Do  you  know,  though,  that  I  hail  a 
dream  last  night  which  gives  me  a  good  deal  of  hope?  Dreams  don’: 
often  amount  to  anything,  I  know,  but  this  one  impressed  me  very  ! 
much.” 

“  What  is  it?”  asked  Spank. 

“  I  would  not  have  said  anything  about  it,  had  I  not  been  so  im¬ 
pressed  t>y  it,  and  then  our  conversation  recalled  it  to  me.  I  though! 
tlia.,  I  met  my  young  brother,  Louis — you  remember  him,  Spank — 
that  he  bade  me  take  courage,  for  he  had  come  to  "et  us  all  out  o« 
our  troubles. 
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been  found,  and  that  he  had  organized  a  party  to  come  to  our  re 
What  puzzles  me,  though,  is  that  he  seemed  to  be  alone,  that  I 
no  other  men,  and  do  not  remember  his  saying  anything  about 
companions,  except  in  a  general  sort  of  way. 

“lie  told  me  more  than  once,  however,  not  to  lose  heart, 
really ,  the  boy  looked  braver  and  handsomer  than  I  ever  saw 
before,  and  he  quite  thrilled  me.” 

4<  ‘‘  TllPre  «  something  in  this— believe  me,”  said  Spank,  grai 
I  never  took  much  slock  in  dreams,  and  it  may  be  because 
is  .i  good  one  that  I  fancy  it  is  going  to  come  true;  but,  any! 
I  say  there  may  be  something  in  it. 
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i  .  “  Wo  ma>*  not  your  brother,  ot  course,  but  it  is  more  than 
likelx  >  hat  the  oar  has  been  found,  and  that  an  expedition  has  been 
skirted  to  look  for  us.  I  don’t  iutend  to  give  up  any  more  than  you 
do,  Fred,  and,  as  I  say,  there  may  be  something  in  this  after  all.” 

I  •'  It  snowed  a  little  in  the  night,  I  guess,  for  the  hole  seems  to 
be  kind  o  dark,  muttered  Biuuacle.  “  S’poss  you  shut  the  door 
to  wi’out  latching  it,  ’cause  I’m  kind  o’  cold.” 

Spank  did  as  requested,  and  returned  to  his  seat  by  the  fire  and 
lit  his  pipe,  his  tobacco,  by  careful  management,  having  lasted  until 
’  this  time,  though  he  had  but  little  left  of  the  supply  left  by  the  uu- 
l  fortunate  Swedes. 

**  us  a  yarn,  old  Toplight,”  he  said  to  the  mate,  after  having 
procured  a  good  glow  in  his  pipe,  and  begun  sending  the  wreaths 
of  smoke.  *•  We’ve  never  heard  what  became  of  that  young  woman 
in  the  Chiua  tea-clipper.  I  suppose  you  married  her,  of  course,  but 
I’d  like  to  know  the  particulars.” 

“  \\  here  shall  I  begin?”  asked  the  old  man,  drawing  himself  up 
nearer  to  the  tire. 

“  Oh,  it  doesn’t  matter,  for  you’ll  be  sure  to  work  up  to  the  right 
place  in  a  short  time.  I  never  knew  you  to  fail  in  making  connec¬ 
tion  with  the  maiu  line,  no  matter  what  other  one  you  may  have 
started  on.” 

“  That  tea-clipper,  or,  more  properly  speaking,  the  young  lady  is 
the  magnet  which  attracts  the  needle  of  our  friend’s  imagination,” 
said  Doublequick,  with  a  laugh,  “and  he  can’t  help  pointing  to  it.” 

“  Well,  if  you  funny  fellers  keep  ou  a-talking,  I  won’t  have  any 
show  at  all,”  said  Binnacle.  “  Who’s  telliu’  this  yarn,  you  or  gie — 
that’s  what  l  want  to  know?” 

“  Go  ahead,  sir?”  answered  Spank.  “  We  are  all  attention.” 

“  Let  me  see,  where  did  I  leave  off  last?  Oil,  I  know,  it  was  when 
our  ship  was  bein’  towed  by  a  school  of  whales.  Ye  see,  we  had  two 
or  three  harpoons  aboard,  and  a  lot  of  tishin’  lines,  so’s  in  case  any 
porpoises  come  along,  or  dolphins,  or  albirores,  or  anything  else,  we 
would  catch  ’em. 

“  Wull,  one  fine  afternoon,  a  lot  of  dolphins  come  by,  and  we  went 
for  ’em,  and  caught  a  round  dozen  iu  just  three  minutes. 

“  In  the  midst  of  our  catchiu’  ’em,  a  sehool  of  porpoises  come  up, 
and  we  begau  spearin’  ’em  like  tire  mischief,  and  had  got  about  fifteen 
of  ’em,  when  along  comes  a  school  of  whales. 

“  I  iiad  a  dolphin  on  my  hook,  and  was  haulm*  him  in,  when  a  por¬ 
poise  swallows  him  hook  and  all,  and  away  he  started, 

“  Just  then  a  whale  took  in  the  porpoise,  and  closed  his  jaws  onto 
him,  ’cause  he  couldn’t  swallow  him,  of  course,  and  away  he  went. 

“  I  made  the  line  fust  around  a  belayin’  pin,  and  just  stood  and 
watched  the  fun,  for  the  cook  bad  got  fast”  to  a  whale,  the  second 
mate  to  another,  ami  the  carpeuter  to  a  third. 

“  We  still  had  a  dozen  lines  out,  and  would  you  believe  it,  a  whale 
took  each  one  o’  them  lines  with  the  dolphin  onto  it  right  atween  his 
jaws,  and  then  puffin’  and  blowin’  like  blazes,  started  off  to  Ballyliack, 
or  some  ocher  place. 

“  Away  they  went  towin’  the  ship  like  fun,  and  we  a-watchin’  ’em, 
and  takin’  it  all  in  fur  nothin’.  Putty  soon  the  woman  come  on  deck, 
and  then  I  noticed  a  cussed  big  rock  about  ten  miles  ahead  of  us,  anti 
we  a-stearin’  direct  for  it.  You  kin  just  bet  that  I  ran  to  the  wheel, 
but  before  I  could  grab  it,  there  came  a  shock - ” 

Just  then  there  came  another  shock  which  the  old  fellow  was  not 
looking  for,  and  put  a  summary  end  to  his  narrative. 

Something  struck  violently  agaiust  the  door,  forcing  it  open,  and 
the  form  of  a  young  man  clothed  in  furs  was  shot  into  the  cave  feet 
first,  with  a  rapidity  of  lightning. 

All  three  sprang  to  their  feet  in  an  instant,  Binnacle  muttering  be¬ 
tween  his  teeth: 

“  Another  good  story  gone  to  thunder,  and  just  as  I  was  coming  to 
the  crisis.” 

CHAPTER  XXIX. 

ADRIFT  ON  THE  OCEAN — AN  INSPIRING  THOUGHT. 

When  Louis  Gilnert  recovered  his  senses,  after  having  fallen  into 
the  boat  towing  alongside  the  Warner,  he  found  himself  floating  alone 
upon  the  ocean,  the  stars  shining  brightly  overhead,  and  the  wind 
blowing  fresh  and  crisp  around  him. 

He  could  not  see  the  ship  in  any  direction,  though  he  examined  the 
horizon  closely  upon  every  hand,  and  strained  his  eyes  to  the  utmost. 

He  was  not  cold,  being  very  warmly  clad,  though  the  air  blew  sharp 
and  keen,  and  sent  the  blood  tingling  through  his  frame. 

Fearing  to  get  benumbed,  however,  he  took  up  one  of  the  oars  and 
sculled  with  it,  to  keep  up  a  circulation  and  prevent  the  cold  from 
overpowering  him. 

The  oars  in  the  boat  were  too  heavy  for  him  to  use  two,  but  with 
the  one  he  kept  the  boat’s  head  straight  and  made  good  progress  over 
the  waves,  which  were  higher  thaa  during  the  earlier  part  of  the  night. 

He  could  not  tell  exactly  where  he  was  going,  but  he  noticed  the 
stars  sufficiently  to  convince  him  that  he  was  not  steering  toward 
where  he  had  left  the  ship. 

The  waves  were  running  too  high,  however,  for  him  to  turn,  so  he 
concluded  to  keep  in  the  wind  until  morning,  when  lie  might  possibly 
sit'ht  the  vessel  and  pull  back  to  it. 

'After  awhile  he  became  fatigued  with  such,  vigorous  exercise,  and, 
desisting  from  it,  he  ran  out  the  large  steering  oar,  and  sitting  in  the 
stern  sheets,  kept  the  noat  upon  a  straight  course. 

After  some  little  time  he  dropped  asleep,  without  knowing  exactly 
when,  but  from  force  of  habit  he  retained  his  hold  on  the  oar,  and 
moved  it  mechanically,  now  to  the  right,  now  to  the  left,  maintaining 
a  tolerably  straight  course. 


When  he  awoke  it  was  with  a  confused  idea  of  having  been  asleep 
for  several  hours,  though  it  was  doubtless  not  more  than  one  or  two, 
and  for  a  few  minutes  he  could  hardly  realize  his  situation. 

The  first  streak  of  gray  in  the  east  told  him  that  it  would  soon  be 
morning,  and  he  peered  anxiously  about  on  all  sides  in  a  vain  en¬ 
deavor  to  discover  the  vessel  from  which  lie  had  so  suddenly  departed. 

“  It  was  John  who  threw  me  overboard,  I  know,”  he  multered. 
“  As  I  fell  I  could  see  his  malignant  face  scowling  at  me.  How  my 
head  aches!  I  must  have  struck  it  when  I  reached  the  boat,  and  but 
for  my  cap  would  very  likely  have  received  a  bad  hurt.” 

He  bathed  his  head  with  the  cold  water,  discovering  that  he  had 
received  quite  a  bad  bump  upon  his  right  temple,  the  swollen  place 
being  tender  to  the  touch,  though  the  swelling  and  inflammation  sub¬ 
sided  considerably  under  the  application  of  a  dampened  handkerchief 
bound  around  nis  forehead. 

Gradually  the  sun  arose  and  cast  its  rays  over  the  vast,  expanse  of 
ocean,  revealing  nothing,  however,  that  bore  any  resemblance  to 
the  ship. 

Though  in  a  sore  strait,  Louis  felt  no  forebodings,  and  never  once 
entertained  the  thought  of  danger,  seeming  to  feel  that  he  would 
soon  be  rescued  and  have  an  opportunity  of  denouncing  the  villain 
who  had  so  long  plotted  against  his  life. 

As  the  morning  advanced  the  wind  increased  in  velocity,  and  Louis, 
tired  out  from  steering  so  long,  took  in  his  oar  and  managed,  though 
with  some  difficulty,  to  step  the  mast  and  raise  the  sail. 

Then  sitting  snugly  iu  the  after  part  of  the  boat,  he  took  a  turn 
around  a  cleat  with  the  sheet,  and  took  in  or  let  out  according  to  the 
wind. 

Looking  to  the  south,  which  was  the  general  direction  he  had  been 
taking,  he  saw  something  white  on  the  horizon,  and  laying  his  course 
thither,  he  sped  over  the  sea  at  a  dancing  gait,  the  wind  being  just 
right  to  fill  his  sails  and  carry  him  ahead  to  the  best  advantage. 

When  the  sun  was  about  two  hours  high  the  boy  suddenly  bethought 
himself  that  he  was  decidedly  hungry,  and  that  it  might  be  just  as 
well  to  appease  his  appetite. 

“  How  funny  that  I  should  forget,”  he  said.  “  Here  I  might  have 
had  a  light  up  hours  ago,  for  the  lanterns  have  been  left  in,  and  every¬ 
thing  else,  just  as  they  were  when  we  lowered.  I’ll  have  something 
to  eat,  anyhow.” 

Securing  the  sheet  firmly,  he  attacked  the  cold  meat  and  hard-tack 
in  the  keg,  making  a  hearty  meal  and  washing  it  down  with  a  liberal 
supply  of  water. 

After  keeping  on  until  nearly  noon,  he  looked  around  for  the  sail, 
as  he  had  supposed  it,  and  saw  it  still  at  about  the  same  distance  as 
before. 

“  It  is  the  ship,”  he  cried,  excitedly.  “  She  must  have  passed  me 
in  the  night,  and  perhaps  they  are  now  looking  for  me.” 

He  gazed  at  the  white  speck  for  some  time  iu  silence,  and  then  said 
to  himself: 

“  They  can’t  be  trying  out  yet,  or  I  should  see  the  smoke.  I 
wonder  at  their  going  south,  though,  as  there  is  no  chance  of  their 
making  a  landing  yet  on  that  black  continent.  I  don’t  understand  it.” 

Some  time  in  the  afternoon  he  became  drowsy  once  more,  and  draw¬ 
ing  the  sheet  so  that  the  boat  would  keep  its  head  well  in  the  wind, 
he  lay  down  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat  and  slept  for  a  couple  of  hours, 
being  awakened  by  the  flapping  of  the  sail,  the  wind  having  shifted 
somewhat  since  he  had  laid  down. 

He  began  to  feel  hungry  again,  and,  trimming  his  sail,  he  once 
more  appeased  his  appetite,  the  supply  of  food  being  by  no  means 
exhausted  thereby,  and  then  took  another  look  at  the  white  object 
ahead  of  him. 

“  It  seems  nearer,”  he  murmured.  “  Heaven  grant  that  they  may 
see  my  sail  before  night  comes  ou  again,  for  I  might  easily  lose  them 
in  the  dark.” 

And  still  no  thought  of  the  chance  of  not  rejoining  the  ship  entered 
his  mind,  not  one  disquieting  fear  disturbing  his  serenity  as  he  softly 
hummed  some  nautical  song  or  whistled  for  a  oreeze,  as  the  saying  is. 

There  was  breeze  enough,  but  after  awhile  it  became  baffling,  and 
he  furled  his  sail,  leaving  the  mast  standing,  for  it  was  too  much 
trouble  to  take  down  and  putupagaiu  every  time  he  furled  or  unfurled 
his  sail. 

The  night  came  on,  and  the  clouds  grew  thick  and  black  over  his 
head,  the  wind  blowing  in  fitful  gusts  about  him,  the  waves  becoming 
white  with  foam,  and  the  roll  of  the  billows  higher  and  longer,  the 
boat  being  now  in  the  depths  and  now  high  in  the  air  ou  the  crest  of 
a  foaming  wave. 

“  Good  Heavens!  another  night  on  the  ocean,”  (bought  Louis. 

“  How  long  will  this  last?  I  don’t  like  the  look  of  things  now  a  bit, 
and  I  wish  I  was  well  aboard  the  vessel.” 

He  lit  the  lantern  and  hoisted  it  to  the  top  of  the  mast,  not  for  fear 
of  being  run  down  by  some  vessel  in  case  he  should  be  without  a 
light,  or  from  any  hope  that  those  aboard  the  Warner  would  see  it, 
but  more  for  the  companionship  that  the  cheerful  glow  afforded. 

He  kept  awake  long  into  the  night,  and  would  have  remained  so 
until  morning,  had  he  not  succumbed  at  last,  in  spite  of  himself,  and 
dropped  into  a  doze  just  as  he  was,  snuggled  up  in  the  stern. 

Surely  some  guardian  arigel  kept  watch  over  him,  for  though  the 
fierce  waves  caught  up  the  boat  and  tossed  it  along  over  the  waters, 
foaming  and  boiling,  he  received  no  hurt,  but  siept  quietly  as 
though  on  land. 

A  whaleboat  is  so  constructed  that  it  is  exceedingly  unlikely  for  it 
to  capsize,  and  at  the  same  time  is  light  enough  to  ride  over  the 
waves  with  perfect  ease,  and  yet,  notwithstanding  that,  one  would 
hardly  care  to  traverse  the  wide  ocean  alone  in  one,  for  an  unlucky 
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cttanco  might  at  any  moment  swamp  or  capsize  it,  and  leave  the 

lonely  occupant  to  the  mercy  of  the  waves. 

No  such  fatality  occurred,  however,  and  it  was  little  less  than  a 
miracle  that  the  young  castaway  should  awake  at  the  first  beams  of 
the  rising  sun  and  find  himself  still  fcafe  and  sound. 

44  j  shall  have  to  give  up  the  idea  of  getting  back  to  the  Warner, 
was  the  lad’s  first  thought  upon  looking  about;  “and  now  suppose  I 
see  just  how  mucli  food  there  is  left,  for  1  cau  t  tell  how  long  I  may 
be  in  this  predicament.” 

He  calculated  that  there  was  enough  of  everything  to  last  him 
three  days  without  stint,  and  upon  allowance  considerably  longer  than 
that,  so  there  was  no  immediate  danger  of  his  dying  of  starvation. 

He  made  a  hearty  breakfast,  and  then  kept  the  vessel’s  head 
straight,  there  being  still  too  much  wind  to  permit  of  his  letting  out 
his  sail,  and  then,  'settling  back  in  his  seat,  he  began  to  consider 
the  matter  practically  in  all  its  bearings. 

“  By  Jove!”  he  suddenly  cried,  “  I  see  the  hand  of  Providence  in 
this!  I  am  3ent  to  fiud  my  brother.  Heaven  grant  that  I  succeed!” 


CHAPTER  XXX. 

A  SURPRISE  AND  A  DISAPPOINTMENT. 

A  weary  week  has  passed,  and  Louis  Gilbert  is  still  alone  upon 
the  ocean,  with  no  sail  in  sight  and  nothing  around  him  but  drifting 


ice. 


His  food  and  water  have  both  given  out,  and  yet  he  does  not  despair, 
lor  he  looks  upon  himself  as  the  deliverer  of  his  brother,  and  this 
thought  sustains  him  in  his  sore  extremity. 

It  is  a  wonder  he  has  not  been  swamped  a  hundred  times,  and  as  it 
is  the  sail  is  torn  and  threadbare,  the  boat  strained  and  leaky,  the 
mast  badly  sprung,  the  thwarts  covered  with  frozen  spray,  and  the 
bow  a  mass  of  ice. 

Poor  Louis  is  completely  worn  out,  and  were  it  not  for  the  feeling 
■which  animates  him,  would  have  succumbed  long  since  to  the  fury  of 
the  elements  and  the  desperation  of  his  circumstances. 

He  has  seen  no  signs  of  any  vessel,  and  has  long  since  discovered 
that  the  alluring  speck  of  white  which  he  took  for  a  sail  was  but  a 
huge  iceberg,  which  stood  like  a  grim  specter  in  his  path  and  seemed 
to  mock  him. 

On  this  day,  a  week  from  the  time  he  left  the  ship,  the  ice  is  thick 
around  him,  and  far  away  in  the  distance  he  sees  the  glittering  ex¬ 
panse  of  an  immense  floe  extending  as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach. 

“  I  will  go  alone  to  this  desolate  continent,”  he  cries.  “  I  will  search 
for  Doublequick,  and  I  will  find  him.” 

Surely  the  boy’s  mind  is  waudering,  or  he  would  never  utter  so  wild 
a  speech. 

His  reason  must  have  left  him,  or  he  would  never  conceive  so  fan¬ 
tastic  an  idea  as  wandering  alone  in  an  unknown  country  in  search  of 
one  who  he  knows  not  to  be  alive  or  dead. 

The  poor  boy’s  mind  is  unbalanced  indeed,  but  yet  the  one  fixed 
idea  remains,  and  to  that  he  clings  as  a  shipwrecked  sailor  clings  to 
the  broken  spar  that  the  waves  have  wafted  to  him. 

“  With  hope  for  my  guide  and  God  for  my  defense,”  he  cries,  “  I 
will  seek  out  my  brother  in  yonder  desolate  wastes  and  bring  him  back 
to  bis  friends,  his  mother  and  his  beloved  home.  I  will  do  it,  come 
what  may.” 

His  strength  was  not  as  strong  as  his  will,  however,  and  he  sank 
exhausted  into  the  bottom  of  the  boat,  where  he  lay  for  several  hours 
completely  exhausted. 

He  was  aroused  by  feeling  a  shock,  and  looking  around  he  saw  that 
the  boat  had  been  caught  between  two  masses  of  ice,  though  not  with 
sufficient  force  to  crush  it. 

Crawling  out  upon  the  ice,  he  pulled  the  boat  after  him  with  consid¬ 
erable  difficulty,  and  looked  around  him. 

Ice  was  upon  every  side  as  far  as  he  could  see,  many  high  and 
quaint-looking  peaks  being  observed  in  the  far  distance. 

Chipping  off  some  fragments  of  ice,  Louis  put  some  tiny  pieces  in 
bis  mouth  and  let  them  melt,  not  daring  to  take  too  much  for  fear  of 
freezing  his  palate  or  throat;  but  the  little  he  took  revived  him  con¬ 
siderably,  and  after  a  while  he  repeated  the  dose,  feeling  very  much 
relieved. 

Taking  one  of  the  harpoons  from  the  boat,  he  walked  along  for 
several  rods,  and  presently  struck  it  into  the  ice  where  it  seemed  to 
be  thinner  than  the  rest. 

To  his  surprise  it  went  through  up  to  the  shaft,  but  there  were  more 
surprises  than  one  in  store  for  him,  as  he  soon  discovered. 

Upon  pulling  the  harpoon  out  he  heard  a  roar  like  that  of  a  mad 
bull,  and  then  a  crackling  scund,  as  if  the  ice  were  breaking. 

Springing  back  in  alarm,  he  saw  a  shiny  brown  head,  armed  with 
two  immense  white  tusks,  emerge  from  the  hole  in  the  ice. 

He  had  disturbed  a  wulrus  in  his  winter  home,  and  the  creature, 
annoyed  at  the  rude  interruption  of  his  slumbers,  was  sniffing  the 
air  angrily  and  looking  around  for  the  rasii  intruder. 

“  If  he  will  pnly  come  out  I’ll  go  for  him,”  thought  Louis,  “but 
it  will  be  of  no  use  to  strike  him  while  he  is  under  the  water,  for 
then  he  would  sink,  and  I  should  lose  him.” 

The  animal,  catching  sight  of  the  boy,  uttered  a  snort,  and  crawl¬ 
ing  out  upon  the  ice  made  a  dash  for  Louis,  his  sharp  tusks  pre¬ 
senting  a  most  formidable  appearance. 

The  thought  of  a  good  dinner  made  Louis  stand  firm,  and  poising 
liis  harpoon  he  awaited  the  onslaught  of  the  fierce  animal  without 
the  least  trace  of  fear. 

When  the  creature  was  almost  upon  him  he  darted  his  harpoon  with 
all  the  strength  he  was  capable  of  deep  into  his  side,  the  blood 
spurting  out  in  a  crimson  stream  upon  the  ice. 


tiumi  he  jumped  aside,  the  walrus  making  one  last  frantic  effort  t0 

reach  him  and  falling  upon  his  side  in  the  fruitless  attempt, 
ieucii  mm,  _ i  tliu  uiunrinn  (leaner 


am 


Louis  approached  Quickly  and  drove  the  weapon  deeper  into  the 
litnal  a  aide,  the  latter  uttering  a  tearful  roar,  and  gnashing  hi. 


teeth  in  a  terrible  manner.  . 

Ti  e  harpoon  had  reached  its  vitals,  however,  and  in  a  few  moment* 
he  fell  upon  his  side,  dead,  Louis  beginning  the  operation  of  skinning 
him  as  soon  as  the  breath  had  left  his  body. 

Striuoii^  off  great  pieces  of  the  flesh  and  blubber,  the  boy  ate  them 
raw  with  the  greatest  avidity,  though  he  laughed  afterwards  at  U,e 
qnprtucle  he  must  have  presented. 

PThe  ni-ht  was  fast  coming  on,  however,  and  finishing  the  skinning 


of  the  huge  beast,  he  returned  to  the  boat,  turned  it  over,  and  wrap, 
ping  himself  up  in  the  warm  skin,  fell  asleep,  and  did  not  awake  till 


m  lleToiind  the  body  of  the  walrus  frozen  stiff  and  stripping  off  sev. 
•al  pounds  of  the  flesh,  he  fastened  them  to  his  belt,  threw  the  skin 


er 


over  liis  shoulder,  and  with  the  boat  compass  and  lantern,  the  former 
in  his  pocket,  the  latter  slung  upon  one  of  the  harpoons,  be  set  out 

upon  his  travels.  •  .i 

By  noon  he  bad  traveled  many  miles  over  the  ice,  the  exercise  of 

walking  being  all  that  prevented  him  from  being  overcome  by  the 

intense  cold.  ,  ,  , 

He  halted  under  the  lee  of  a  huge  frozen  peak,  and  made  a  hearty 
meal,  after  which  he  rested  half  an  hour,  and  then  set  out  again,  walk¬ 
ing  (iue  south  until  night.  . 

Then  he  dug  a  hole  in  a  snow  bank,  and  covering  his  face  with  bis 
fur  hood,  buried  himself  completely  from  sight,  and  slept  until  morn- 
ing  as  warmly  and  comfortably  as  though  he  had  been  in  his  own  bed. 

Ifis  breakfast  the  next  morning  finished  his  supply  of  meat,  but 
animated  with  that  one  fixed  purpose,  he  continued  his  march  until 
night  once  more  overtook  him. 

In  looking  around  for  a  place  to  sleep  he  noticed  a  mound  of  snow, 
and  into  this  he  struck  his  harpoon  with  all  his  force. 

There  was  more  resistance  than  he  expected,  and  with  his  knife  he 


dug  away  the  snow,  aDd  discovered,  to  his  intense  surprise,  that  he 
had  come  upon  a  cairn  left,  by  s^me  previous  explorers. 


He  opened  it  and  found  a  quantity  of  pemmican  and  other  con¬ 
densed  food,  two  or  three  flasks  of  spirits  and  cordials,  several  knives, 
gun-flints  and  tinder-boxes,  and  several  heavy  blankets. 

“  Eureka!”  he  shouted.  “  Surely  Providence  has  sent  me  to  this 
place.  Here  is  more  than  I  shall  need  for  the  present,  and  that  is  all 
that  need  worry  me.  I  am  extremely  obliged  to  Mr.  Enderly,  or  what¬ 
ever  other  explorer  it  might  have  been,  for  leaving  me  these  things. 
Let  me  see,  this  must  be  Sandwich  Land,  as  far  as  I  can  make  out. 
1  haven’t  any  chart,  but  I  am  certain  that  it  is  the  same  place  that 
Doublequick  landed  at,  or  at  any  rate  not  so  very  far  away.” 

Making  a  hearty  meal,  the  boy  dug  into  a  neighboring  snow  bank, 
and,  taking  liis  treasure  with  him,  covered  himself  and  dropped  off  to 
sleep. 

When  he  awoke  in  the  morning  he  found  that  considerable  snow  had 
fallen  during  the  night,  and  he  had  some  difficulty  in  getting  out  of 
his  bed. 

In  liis  excitement  he  had  forgotten  to  dig  liis  bed  in  the  lee  of  a  rock 
or  mound  of  ice,  and  the  wiud,  having  full  sweep,  had  buried  him  to 
the  depth  of  several  feet. 

More  than  that,  the  cairn  having  been  left  open,  the  snow  had  cov¬ 
ered  everything,  and  the  bottles  of  spirits,  being  exposed,  had  frozen 
and  burst. 

Luckily  he  had  taken  some  of  the  things  with  liim,  but  much  that 
was  useful  had  been  spoiled  through  bis  carelessness. 

“  That  will  teach  me  a  lesson,”  he  said.  “  I  ought  to  have  known 
better  than  that.  However,  let  me  make  another  search,  for  there 
may  be  other  cairns  in  the  neighborhood,  and  I  may  find  some  records 
of  them.” 

After  a  long  search  he  succeeded  in  finding  what  he  wanted,  a 
bundle  of  papers,  describing  discoveries  made  by  certain  explorers, 
and  locating  two  other  cairns  and  a  cave,  where  one  could  make  a 
comfortable  home. 

Restoring  the  place  to  its  former  condition  as  nearly  as  possible, 
Louis  covered  it  over,  taking  such  things  as  he  needed,  and  started  off 
to  find  the  second  cairn,  which  lay  directly  in  his  way. 

He  took  his  breakfasl  and  dinner  on  the  march,  and  at  night  dug 
under  a  huge  mass  of  rock  or  ice,  took  his  supper  in  comfort,  and 
slept  as  usual  until  morning. 

All  that  day  and  the  two  following  he  traveled,  there  being  no  shelter 
where  lie  could  remain,  the  cave  mentioned  in  the  records  being  his 
objective  point. 

On  the  evening  of  the  last  day  his  food  had  given  out  and  he  had 
nothing  but  his  bundle  and  a  bottle  of  brandy.  * 

There  was  nothing  to  start  a  fire  with,  so  that  his  tinder  boxes  were 
useless,  but  that  did  not  worry  him  yet,  his  desire  bein°r  to  fiud  the 
second  cairn.  ” 

Taking  his  bearings,  for  he  judged  that  he  had  reached  the  right 

spot,  he  soon  found  a  mound,  which  proved  to  be  the  object  he  was 
seeking.  1 


A  bitter  disappointment  awaited  him,  however,  for  upon  breaking 
into  the  cairn  he  found  it  empty.  J 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 

LOUIS  GILBERT  IN  WINTER  QUARTERS. 

erv  nroffi?eeTn1mni?  deep  disappointment  which  this  startling  discov¬ 
er}  produced  almost  overwhelmed  the  poor  *  boy  and  be  sank  doWf 
upon  the  snow  utterly  heart-broken.  1  116  sank  uo"j 
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llo  rallied,  however,  in  u  short  time,  and  dashing  oil  the  feeling, 
resolved  not  to  be  overcome  by  any  but  insurmountable  difficulties, 
and  to  pursue  the  course  he  had  laid  out  for  himself  to  the  end. 

Then,  with  rare  presence  of  mind  and  forethought,  he  selected  a 
p  ace  for  his  nightly  bivouac,  took  a  drink  of  brandy  to  stimulate  him- 
soif,  and  wrapping  himself  up  more  warmly  than  ever,  buried  himself 
deep  iu  the  suow,  and  was  soon  in  a  profound  slumber. 

Ail  night  long  the  snow  fell  swiftly  and  silently  upon  him,  making 
Inin  as  warm  as  he  could  desire,  his  sleep  being  calm  and  undis¬ 
turbed,  as  he  had  cast  aside  all  gloomy  thoughts  when  he  lay  down, 
a  plan  which  it  would  be  well  for  all  to  adopt. 

In  the  morning  he  set  out  aguiu,  and  reached  the  Iasi,  cairn  late 
at  night,  being  determined  to  push  on  until  he  found  it  if  it  took 
him  all  night.  To  his  unspeakable  delight  he  discovered,  upon  cur¬ 
sory  examination,  that  it  contained  many  things  of  great  value  to 
him,  but  stopping  only  to  make  a  frugal  meal  of.pemmican,  hard 
tack  and  water,  with  a  few  drops  of  brandy  to  strengthen  him,  he 
covered  everything  over  most  carefully,  and  slept  until  late  iu  the 
morning. 

The  next  day  he  made  a  more  careful  survey  of  the  place,  and 
found  provisions  enough  to  last  him  two  or  three  months  with  care, 
besides  extra  clothing,  nautical  instruments,  half  a  dozen  books,  sev¬ 
eral  bundles  of  fatty  wood  for  lighting  tires,  a  small  case  of  medicines, 
a  box  containing  needles,  palms,  stout  thread  and  wax,  besides  scis¬ 
sors,  a  knife,  and  other  necessary  things  used  iu  sewing  and  mending 
garments. 

A  small  coil  of  rope,  a  lamp  and  wicks,  a  hand  mirror,  a  couple  of 
dozeu  candles,  tnree  or  four  pounds  of  tobacco  and  a  dozen  clay  pipes, 
pens,  pencils,  ink,  coarse  writing-paper,  and  a  miscellaneous  assort¬ 
ment  of  small  articles  were  fouud,  all  of  which  would  come  in  most 
handy. 

It  must  not  be  wondered  at  that  so  complete  a  collection  should  be 
found,  for  those  caches  or  cairns  are  always  fitted  up  from  a  ship’s 
supplies,  and  are  meant  to  contain  everything  that  a  man  may  need 
in  his  wanderings  over  these  desolate  wastes. 

In  the  frozen  regions  of  the  North  instances  are  by  no  means  rare 
of  these  cairns  being  found,  the  contents  of  which  have  not  been  dis¬ 
turbed  for  years,  and  which  afford  great  relief  to  the  discoverers, 
though  in  many  instances  the  treacherous  natives  have  plundered 
them,  and  appropriated  'to  their  own  uses  the  necessaries  intended 
for  shipwrecked  or  exploring  parties. 

A  detailed  record  of  the  explorations  and  discoveries  made  by  the 
parties  who  had  built  the  cairn  was  found,  but  as  this  is  not  necessary 
to  the  story,  and  as  these  discoveries  have  long  since  been  known  to 
the  world,  there  is  no  need  of  inserting  the  account  here,  merely  to 
weary  the  reader  with  matter  which  any  recent  geographical  work  will 
give  him,  ami  I  therefore  pass  on  to  the  adventures  of  the  young  hero 
in  search  of  his  brother. 

The  location  of  the  cave  was  given  most  minutely,  and  Louis  knew 
that  with  ordinary  care  he  should  not  fail  to  find  it,  and  take  advan¬ 
tage  of  the  shelter  it  would  afford  him  during  the  balance  of  the 
winter. 

Making  up  two  good-sized  bundles  of  the  things  found  in  the  de¬ 
posit,  Louis  tied  them  securely  with  rope,  leaving  a  long  end  upon 
each,  so  that  he  could  sling  them,  one  over  each  shoulder,  or  draw 
them  after  him  on  the  ice,  and  thus,  after  taking  his  bearings,  set  out 
once  more  for  the  cave. 

During  three  whole  days  he  was  forced  to  remain  for  the  greater 
part  of  the  time  buried  in  the  snow,  the  weather  being  so  severe,  the 
storm  fairly  blinding  him  whenever  he  ventured  out. 

He  would  have  perished  a  dozen  times  had  he  not  been  sustained 
by  a  resolute  will  and  a  firm  reliance  upon  the  Divine  protection,  for 
the  dangers  which  beset  him  were  beyond  description,  and  the  hard¬ 
ships  he  was  forced  to  endure  enough  to  have  deterred  many  a  man 
from  following  out  such  a  perilous  undertaking. 

More  than  a  week  passed  after  the  finding  of  the  cairn  before  he 
arrived  within  any  reasonable  distance  of  the  cave,  and  he  was  then  so 
bewildered  that  it  took  him  three  or  four  days  longer  before  he 
found  it. 

The  road  he  had  to  travel  was  by  no  means  an  easy  one,  for  in  places 
the  ice  was  so  rough  and  ragged  that  he  could  not  walk  upon  it,  but 
had  to  make  his  way  for  hours  at  a  time  upon  his  hands  and  knees. 

During  all  this  time  he  never  once  gave  up,  keeping  his  one  pur¬ 
pose  firmly  fixed  in  his  mind,  and  praying  constantly  for  guidance  and 
strength  to  bear  all  his  misfortunes,  the  result  being  that  he  succeeded 
where  hundreds  would  have  failed  utterly. 

He  at  last  found  the  cave,  though  not  without  hard  work,  and  after 
finding  it  the  trouble  of  forcing  an  entrance  was  by  no  means  slight, 
the  snow  and  ice  having  nearly  blocked  it  up. 

It  may  seem  almost  incredible,  but  it  took  the  lad  the  whole  of  one 
day,  during  the  time  the  light  lasted,  to  force  his  way  into  the  cave, 
and’ when  at  last  he  had  entered  and  thrown  his  bundles  and  harpoon 
on  the  floor,  he  was  so  exhausted  that  he  sank  down  and  slept  until 

morning.  .  .  ,  .  .  , 

Then  he  looked  about  him,  and  retiring  to  a  good-sized  alcove  at 
one  side  of  the  place,  started  a  rousing  fire,  finding  a  large  quantity 
of  animal  fat  stowed  in  one  corner,  which  he  threw  in,  causing  a 
genial  heat  to  diffuse  itself  all  over  the  apartment,  which  it  might  nat¬ 
urally  be  called.  ,  .  , 

It  was  aboat  twenty  feet  in  diameter,  being  nearly  circular,  but  hav¬ 
ing  smaller  alcoves  in  the  sides  at  various  points,  each  being  well 
sheltered  from  any  draughts  which  might  sweep  in  through  the  en- 

1 0*0*0  e  of  these  be  found  more  supplies,  not  as  miscellaneous,  per¬ 


haps,  as  the  others,  but  useful,  nevertheless,  there  being  among  other 
things  several  bottles  of  lime  juice. 

“  By  Jove,  that  is  a  discovery,”  said  the  boy.  “  It’s  a  wonder  that 
I  haven’t  been  eaten  up  with  scurvy  before  now,  but  this  stuff  will 
knock  the  spots  out  of  the  slight  touch  of  it  that  I  have  just  begun  to 
feel.  The  brandy  has  prevented  it  in  a  measure,  but  this  is  better 
yet.” 

The  heat  of  the  tire  caused  the  moisture  of  the  cave  to  disappear,  and 
also  made  it  easier  for  the  boy  to  dig  a  better  opening  into  the  outer 
air,  although  he  did  not  care  to  have  too  large  a  one,  as  in  that  case 
it  would  be  more  difficult,  to  keep  the  place  warm. 

The  boy  then  set  about  making  his  retreat  as  comfortable  as  possi¬ 
ble,  for  he  did  not  think  it  possible  to  attempt  any  further  search  for 
Doublequick  until  the  ice  broke  up  and  the  season  was  milder. 

“  He  must  Jiave  gone  into  winter  quarters  long  before  this,” 
thought  the  lad;  “and,  of  course,  he  is  perfectly  safe;  so  that  to 
attempt  to  find  him  now  would  only  be  to  endanger  my  own  safety. 
It  is  quite  likely  that  it  was  he  who  opened  that  cairn,  although  1 
should  think  he  would  have  left  some  record  Of  it.  By  Jove, 
though,”  he  suddenly  exclaimed,  “  I  didn’t  do  it  myself,  and  he 
might  have  forgotten  it  as  well  as  I.  Dear  me,  how  thoughtless! 
Well,  well,  I  have  much  to  learn  yet  before  I  become  first-rate  at 
everything.” 

He  need  not  have  upbraided  himself,  for  very  many  boys  of  his 
own  age  would  not  have  been  one-tenth  as  careful  as  he,  and  be  de¬ 
served  a  good  deal  of  credit  for  his  thoughtfulness,  as  it  was  not  to 
be  expected  that  he  would  remember  everything. 

A  month  had  passed  and  another  one  well  begun  since  he  had  been 
set  adrift  by  the  treacherous  Portuguese,  and  a  still  longer  time 
would  have  to  be  spent  before  he  could  carry  on  his  search;  but  now 
that  he  was  comfortably  housed  this  did  not  matter,  the  main  point 
having  been  to  get  to  a  place  which  he  could  use  as  a  sort  of  head¬ 
quarters  from  which  to  make  excursions  in  various  directions,  and  to 
which  he  could  return  when  necessity  compelled  him. 

“  I  might  be  within  two  miles  of  Fred,”  he  reflected,  “or  I  might 
not  be  within  two  hundred;  and  as  he  is  no  doubt  safe  and  with  com¬ 
panions,  there  is  no  use  of  my  taking  auy  risks  yet,  so  I  might  aa 
well  wait.” 

The  boy’s  clothes  had  been  pretty  well  used  up  in  his  terrible 
march,  so  he  employed  his  time  in  making  new  ones  from  the  material 
he  bad  on  hand,  and  succeeded  in  a  few  days  in  giving  himself  a 
complete  new  outfit,  besides  patching  up  the  old  ones  in  order  to  get 
as  much  wear  aa  he  could  out  of  them. 

He  built  a  covered  passage  from  the  cave  entrance  out  to  the  plain 
beyond,  packing  the  snow  into  a  hard  mass  and  cutting  it  into 
blocks,  which  he  piled  up  neatly  one  on  top  of  another,  arching  the 
roof  nicely  and  smoothing  the  inner  surface  with  the  blade  of  his 
knife. 

This  passage  was  not  perfectly  straight,  hut  took  a  decided  curve, 
which  prevented  the  wind  from  rushing  in  too  abruptly,  and  added 
considerably  to  the  warmth  of  his  apartment,  which  he  did  not  always 
keep  suoplied  with  a  brisk  fire,  having  the  means  for  lighting  one 
always  at  hand. 

When  he  wanted  to  read — which  he  always  did  at  night — he  had 
light  in  abundance,  and  the  perusal  of  his  books  whiled  away  many 
a  weary  hour,  his  position  being  harder  than  his  brother’s,  as  the 
latter  had  his  companions,  with  whom  he  could  always  converse. 

In  this  manner,  and  with  the  various  light  duties  that  the  lad  im¬ 
posed  upon  himself,  month  succeeded  month,  the  bitter  weather 
being  passed  in  perfect  safety  and  comparative  comfort,  the  only 
thing  that  troubled  him  being  the  thought  that  perhaps  the  Warner 
might  give  up  the  search  and  report  him  as  lost  and  the  rescue  of  his 
friends  impracticable. 


CHAPTER  XXXII. 

SEVERAL  SURPRISES  AND  AN  UNEXPECTED  ENCOUNTER. 

It  was  in  the  month  of  June,  and  Louis  had  already  made  several 
excursions  to  a  considerable  distance,  occasionally  remaining  out  all 
night  buried  out  of  sight  in  the  snow  and  returning  the  next  day. 

Upon  one  occasion  he  discovered  several  broken  and  charred  frag¬ 
ments  of  what  appeared  to  he  a  ship’s  timbers,  and  the  sight  caused 
him  considerable  excitement,  particularly  as  upon  one  occasion  he 
found  a  charred  and  splintered  board  upon  which  he  could  read  the 
word: 

“  Bjornstjerne.” 

“  That  must  be  a  Norwegian!”  he  exclaimed.  “  I  don’t  know  ex¬ 
actly  what  it  means,  but  it  is  doubtless  the  name  of  a  ship.  She  was 
set  on  fire  no  doubt,  or,  stop!  she  was  blown  up,  and  that  is  why  those 
pieces  are  scattered  in  so  many  directions. 

“  This  looks  like  a  bay,”  he  continued,  after  a  moment's  reflection, 
“  for  yonder  is  the  land  again,  and  my  cave  is  on  a  part  of  it,  I  know, 
because  it  is  rock,  and  not  ice.  There  may  be  several  islands  here,  or 
a  single  very  ragged  and  indented  one,  I  cannot  tell  which.  I  wish  I 
could  find  more  of  this  vessel,  the  keel  or  some  of  the  ribs,  hut  the? 
must  be  either  burned  up  or  else  have  been  carried  away,  for  I  don’t 
know  how  long  ago  this  thing  happened. 

“  Alia!  it  must  have  occurred  during  this  present  season,  for  the 
ice  breaks  up  every  year,  and  consequently  this  vessel  would  not  re¬ 
main  in  this  place  more  than  a  year  at  the  most.  Jf  it  hud  been  cast 
upon  shore  it,  would  have  been  different,.” 

On  another  occasion,  soon  afterwards,  he  struck  his  foot  against 
something  while  digging  a  hole  to  lie  in,  and,  to  his  surprise,  he  found 
a  sheath  knife,  the  blade  partly  broken,  and  the  handle  worn  aud 
covered  with  ice. 
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lie  scraped  it  off  carefully,  and  then,  with  an  astonishment  that 
exceeded  anything  that  had  gone  before,  he  beheld  a  name  cut  iu*o  the 

wood  with  a  penknife.  ...  ,  ,  ,  ~ 

This  name  caused  the  blood  to  rush  to  his  temples  and  nearly  suffo¬ 
cate  him,  for  it  was  none  other  than  that  of  one  of  his  brother’s  com- 

DuuiouB  in  the  lost  boat,  to  wit: 
v  “  J.  Hulk,  New  Bedford. 

“Good  Heaven!”  cried  the  boy,  in  an  ecstasy  of  delight.  “  That 
name  was  upon  the  oar  which  was  found.  Thunk  goodness,  I  must  be 
near  the  winter  home  of  my  brother  and  his  frieuds.  This  gives  me 
new  life,  and  1  shall  not  desist  now  until  I  find  them.  I  tell  you,  it  is 
worth  ten  years  of  life  to  make  a  discovery  like  this.” 

Another  surprise  was  in  store  for  him.  however,  for  when  he  had  dug 
into  the  snow  to  a  considerable  depth  he  was  horrified  to  find  two  or 
three  dead  bodies,  and  he  realized  at  once  that  he  had  disturbed  the 
graves  of  some  poor  seamen,  who  had  doubtless  succmbed  to  the  se¬ 
verity  of  the  weather  and  been  buried  by  their  companions. 

“  The  Lord  save  me!”  he  ejaculated.  “  I  cannot  sleep  in  such  a  place 
as  that.  I  siiould  never  rest  all  night  if  I  did.  It  is  too  far  to  return 
to  my  cave,  and  I  must  find  some  place.  Yonder  is  a  line  of  cliffs, 
where  perhaps  I  can  find  a  nook  in  which  to  stow  myself  away  for 
the  night.” 

He  set  out  for  the  cliffs  and  presently  found  an  opening  which  seem¬ 
ed  to  lead  to  a  cave,  or  at  least  a  hole  in  the  rocks,  being  evidently 


quite  deep. 

He  was  about  to  enter,  when  he  heard  a  hoarse  growl,  and  jumping 
back,  saw  a  man  standing  in  the  entrance,  glaring  at  him  like  a  wild 
beast. 

“  Curse  you,  Doublequick!”  hissed  tbe  man,  “  have  you  come  to 
drive  me  out  as  you  did  before?  One  by  oue  I  have  killed  your  com¬ 
panions,  and  it  will  be  your  turn  next!” 

“  Stand  back,  villain!”  cried  Louis,  leveling  his  harpoon.  “What 
do  you  know  of  Doublequick?  Where  is  he?  Speak  out,  or  I  will  run 
yon  through!’ 

“  Ha,  ha!  I  see,  it  is  not  the  old  wolf,  but  the  young  whelp,  little 
Doublequick,  as  they  call  him.  You  have  come  too  late,  for  he  is 
dead.  You  wanted  to  save  him,  but  you  didn’t  come  soon  enough.” 

“  Who  are  you,  villain?”  cried  the  boy,  gazing  intently  at  the  man 
before  him  and  standing  ready  to  repel  any  attack. 

“  I  am  Hulk — Jim  Hulk — and  your  brother  has  hunted  me  from  my 
home,  deprived  me  of  food  and  shelter,  and  left  me  to  die  of  hunger 
and  cold.  A  curse  on  him  for  it.  Let  him  beware,  for  I  will  kill  him 
when  I  see  him.” 

“  It  is  a  lie!”  cried  the  boy,  fiercely.  “  My  brother  would  turn  no 
one  from  his  door.  You  are  a  wicked  man  or  he  would  shield  you,  he 
and  his  friends.  Where  does  he  live?  I  am  trying  to  find  him.” 

“You  will  never  do  it,  for  I  mean  to  kill  you  to  strike  another  blow 
at  his  heart.  One  by  one  I  have  killed  the  inhuman  devils,  till  now 
only  three  remain.” 

“  If  you  come  near  me  I  will  run  you  through!”  shouted  Louis, 
poising  his  harpoon.  “  Take  warning,  for  1  will  defend  my  life  with 
my  last  breath.” 

Hulk  retreated  into  the  cavern,  and  Louis,  fearing  that  he  might 
procure  some  formidable  weapon,  retired  to  some  little  distance. 

In  a  few  moments  Hulk  came  out  with  a  gun  in  his  hands,  and 
seeing  Louis,  began  running  after  him,  the  weapon  drawn  up  to  his 
shoulder. 

The  lad  dodged  around  a  point  of  rocks  and  ran  with  all  his  might, 
not  caring  to  get  a  bullet  in  his  head. 

He  saw  a  man  at  some  distance  and  shouted  to  him,  but  the  latter 
quickly  disappeared,  and  the  boy,  after  going  some  rods  further,  found 
a  hole  in  the  cliff,  where  he  crawled  in  and  lay  down. 

Tne  rift  extended  from  top  to  bottom,  and  was  blackened  as  if  with 
gunpowder,  but  at  the  further  end  of  the  cave  was  a  space  large 
enough  to  lie  down  where  the  overhanging  rock  provided  shelter,  and 
here  the  lad  disposed  himself  and  listened  to  the  howling  of  the  wind, 
which  was  blowing  fiercely  without. 

He  listened  attentively  for  some  time,  and  then,  hearing  no  sound 
of  his  hated  enemy,  crept  to  the  entrance  and  gazed  about  him. 

The  snow  was  falling  thick  and  fast,  the  scene  being  obscured  by 
the  whirling  flakes,  so,  unrolling  his  blanket,  which  he  had  carried 
strapped  on  his  shoulders,  Louis  ate  a  light  supper,  wrapped  himself 
up  warmly,  and  soon  dropped  off'  to  sleep. 

Meanwhile,  the  miserable  Hulk  went  prowling  about,  gun  in  hand, 
seeking  for  Louis  in  the  blinding  snow  and  uttering  fearful  impreca¬ 
tions  upon  the  boy’s  innocent  head. 

Up  and  down  he  searched,  unmindful  of  the  bitter  cold,  the  fatal 
numbness  gradually  creeping  over  him,  though  in  his  insane  infatua¬ 
tion  he  heeded  it  not,  for  he  was  bent, upon  striking  one  more  blow  at 
the  heart  of  Doublequick,  the  man  who  would  have  done  anything  for 
him  had  it  not  been  for  his  blind  and  malignant  hatred. 

Colder  grew  the  night  and  thicker  fell  the  snow,  the  wind  driving  it 
like  a  winding  sheet  about  him,  into  his  face  and  eves,  around  his  feet, 
over  his  head,  concealing  his  path,  blotting  out  the  familiar  objects, 
and  utterly  confusing  and  misleading  him. 

-  And  Btill  he  went  up  and  down,  uttering  bitter  curses,  passing  more 
than  once  in  front  of  the  place  where  the  boy  lay  snug  and  serene, 
sleeping  the  sleep  which  only  the  innocent  know,  and  totally  uncon¬ 
scious  of  the  danger  which  threatened. 

The  good  fortune  which  had  always  watched  over  him  did  not  desert 
him  now,  for  the  drifting  snow,  catching  upon  a  rocky  projection  at 
the  entrance  of  his  retreat,  lodged  and  grew,  drawing  new  material  to 
itself  untii  a  white  canopy  entirely  concealed  the  opening  and  kept 
away  the  wind  and  cold,  ^ 


Ud  and  down  went  the  vengeful  seaman,  the  piercing  cold  creeping 
gradually  upon  him,  until  at  last,  suddenly  overcome  by  the  benumb- 
fng  influence,  he  fell  face  forward  upon  the  rocks,  the  snow  driving 

llervdderVandhcSider  grew  the  night,  the  snow  ceasing  to  fall  after a 
while  and  the  wind  howling  and  shrieking  as  if  in  triumph  over  the 
man  ’who  lay  stretched  out  upon  tbe  frozen  earth,  stark,  stiff  and 

When  Louis  awoke  in  the  morning,  he  ate  his  breakfast,  rolled  up 
his  blanket,  and  went  outside,  creeping  carefully  around  the  over¬ 
hanging  snowdrift  for  fear  of  sending  it  down  about  his  head. 

He  had  gone  but  a  short  distance  when  he  came  upon  the  body  of  a 
man,  lying” face  downwards  in  the  snow.  4  .  .  „ 

He  turned  it  over,  and,  to  bis  surprise,  beheld  the  wretched  Hulk, 
frozen  to  death,  his  face  wearing  the  same  malignant  look  which  he 

had  last  seen  upon  it.  ^  ...... 

Leaving  the  body  where  he  had  found  it,  he  set  out  in  the  directiOQ 
whence  he  had  seen  the  strange  man  the  night  before,  and  had  gone 
some  distance  without  seeing  any  signs  of  human  habitation,  when  he 
suddenly  sank  d(^wn  through  the  snow,  the  harpoon  fell  from  his 
hands  and  sliding  rapidly  down  what  appeared  to  be  a  tunnel,  he 
presently  struck  bis  feet  against  some  hard  substance,  which  yielded 
and  precipitated  him  into  the  presence  of  three  men,  who  seemed  as 


CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

THE  RESTORATION. 

At  the  sudden  entrance  of  the  stranger,  whom  Doublequick  took  to 
be  Hulk,  our  hero  sprang  to  bis  feet  in  company  with  the  others  and 

stood  upon  bis  guard.  * 

The  stranger,  who  seemed  a  young  man,  arose  to  his  feet,  shook 
the  snow  from  his  body  and  looked  curiously  about  him  for  ao  in- 
stant. 

Then  he  recognized  Doublequick,  and  with  a  cry  that  expressed  all 
the  fond  emotions  of  which  the  human  heart  is  capable,  sprang  to¬ 
wards  his  brother  with  open  arms. 

“  Fred!” 

“  Louis!” 

“  Found  at  last,  thank  God!” 

Then  the  two  brothers  were  clasped  in  a  fond  embrace,  and  not  a 
word  was  spoken,  poor  old  Binnacle  wiping  the  tears  from  his  eyes 
with  the  corner  of  a  red  silk  handkerchief,  and  Spank  whistling  softly 
to  himself. 

Doublequick  was  the  first  to  break  the  silence,  and  holding  his  be¬ 
loved  brother  at  arm’s  length,  he  gazed  fondly  into  his  handsome  face 
and  said  proudly: 

“  You  are  a  boy  after  my  own  heart.  I  knew  you  would  look  for 
me.  I  dreamed  of  you,  and  told  Spank  and  Mr.  Binnacle  that  you 
were  on  my  track.  I  knew  it,  I  felt  it,  and  now  I  know  that  I  was 
right.” 

“  Didn’t  you  see  me  last  night?”  asked  tbe  boy  looking  around  him 
and  taking  in  the  different  points  of  his  brother’s  strange  dwelling. 

“  I  shouted  to  you,  and  tried  to  reach  you,  but  you  went  away  so 
suddenly  1  couldn’t  catch  you.  It  might  have  been  Spank,  though.” 

“  It  wasn’t  Spank,  though,”  said  that  individual.  “  Bless  my  heart,  i 
little  Doublequick,  it  does  me  good  to  see  you.  You  are  the  living  r> 
image  of  Fred  in  that  fur  suit,  and  I  would  have  known  you  any¬ 
where.” 

“I  went  out  last  night  just  at  dark, ’’said  Doublequick,  “and  saw 
somebody  in  the  distance  flourishing  his  arms  and  making  a  great 
noise,  but  I  took  it  for  Hulk,  and  paid  no  attention.” 

“  You  didn’t  turn  him  away,  did  you,  and  drive  him  to  starvation, 
shut  him  out  from  your  cozy  home,  and  leave  him  to  perish  from 
hunger  and  cold?” 

“  Di(3  we?”  answered  Doublequick,  not  nnderstanding  the  question. 

“  Of  couse  we  did  not.  He  would  not  come  with  us  in  the  first  place, 
but  went  oil  by  himself.  Why,  he  tried  to  kill  Spank  while  yet  we  were 
in  the  boat,  and  after  we  lauded  he  went  away  by  himself  and  would 
have  nothing  to  say  to  us.” 

“More  than  that,”  continued  Spank,  “he  tried  to  set  a  party  of 
strangers  against  us,  and,  when  he  found  that  they  made  friends  with 
us,  blew  up  his  cave,  destroyed  the  ship,  tried  to  burn  us  out  twice, 
killed  Pete  Spencer  and  three  or  four  of  the  other  party,  and  did  all  that 
the  most  diabolical  fiend  out  of  the  bottomless  pit  could  conceive  of.rt 

Doublequick  then  related  in  detail  everything  that  had  happened, 
concluding  the  recital  by  asking  Louis  why  he  bad  putsucb  a  question 
to  them.  r 


that  you  had  drive 


.Because  he  said  all  this  himself,  and  declared 
h\ro  away,”  was  the  boy’s  answer. 

“  You  saw  him,  then?”  asked  Doublequick. 

“  1.aslt.  night.  He  had  a  gun,  and  would  have  shot  me  had 
not  eluded  him.  I  had  a  harpoon,  but  that  would  have  done  tne  n 
good,  l  found  a  place  in  the  rocks  which  I  think  must  have  been  tl 

?nrvn  r„^  efW.iU?’.and  8tayed  there  a11  night.  Then  I  set  out  to  loo 

h  fe  ,lnt0  y°or  .lunnel,  which  was  covered  over  with  snov 
and  that  8  how  I  came  to  find  you/’ 

“Have  y°u  seen  Hulk  this  morning!” 
oL  es. 


“  Did  he  say  anything?” 
« No.” 


“  Did  he  threaten  you’” 

“  No.” 

"  ^or  umke  any  hostile  demonstration?” 

No,  he  was  as  quiet  as  possible;  in  fact,  he  was  dead.” 
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••  Dead !"  echoed  all  three  in  a  chorus. 

*•  Yes,  dead  beyond  recovery.” 

••  Surely  you  did  not - ” 

“No,  he  was  frozen  to  death.  I  fancy  he  must  have  been  searching 
X  fw  *‘®  lliul  his  gun  held  rigidly  in  his  hand,  all  ready  to  shoot 

at  au  instant  s  notice.  A  look  of  deadly  hate  was  upon  his  face,  the 
v  >.;ine  as  1  had  seen  last  night.” 

And  so  he  is  dead,  said  fepatik,  slowly.  “  Well,  I  am  sorry  that 
he  couldu’t  have  led  a  better  life,  but  his  punishment  is  a  just  one.  Ho 
;  came  very  near  beiug  the  death  of  us  all,  and  we  are  well  rid  of 
him.” 

He  swore  that  he  would  kill  me,”  said  Louis,  “and  by  the  half- 
effaced  tracks  in  the  snow,  I  think  he  must  have  been  searching  for 
me  up  ano  down  until  overcome  by  the  cold.  It  was  a  mercy  that  I 
did  not  perish,  but  by  chance  the  snow  drifted  about  the  entrance  of 
my  rune  cave  and  kept  the  wind  from  me.  It  was  not  uutil  I  came 
'  out  that  I  knew  what  had  happened.” 

“  Now  sit  down  and  tell  us  all  about  yourself,”  said  Doublequick. 
“Spank  will  give  you  a  pipe  of  tobacco,  if  you  want  it,  though  we  are 
on  rather  short  allowance.” 

“  I  don’t  smoke,  but  I  cau  supply  you  witli  pipes  and  tobacco,  for 
all  that,  when  you  come  to  my  house,”  answered  the  boy,  laughing. 

“  To  your  house?” 

“  Certainly;  I’ve  got  a  house,  or  rather  cave,  and  you  shall  come 
and  live  with  me  until  we  get  out  of  this  dreadful  country.” 

Louis  then  began  with  the  finding  of  the  oar,  aua  related  all  his 
adventures  up  to  the  lime  he  had  come  upon  them  so  unexpectedly, 
omitting  nothing  that  would  interest  his  hearers,  and  keeping  their 
attention  for  two  or  three  hours,  no  one  interrupting  him  for  all  that 
time. 

“  This  is  marvelous,”  said  Doublequick,  when  Louis  had  finished. 
“  But  tell  me,  what  motive  can  old  Horner  have  for  wishing  to  get 
rid  of  you?” 

Louis  related  the  incidents  of  his  thrashing  Jack,  the  robbery,  the 
accusation,  the  evident  glee  of  Horner  at  knowing  that  the  boy  was 
going  on  the  vessel,  and  the  wrath  of  the  Portuguese  at  meeting 
Jack. 

“  I  knew  he  was  a  miserable  skinflint,”  said  Doublequick,  “  but  I 
did  not  suppose  he  would  be  wicked  enough  to  want  to  Lake  a  man’s 
life.  I  am  glad  that  mother  is  safe  from  his  attacks,  for  I  should 
worry  myself  to  death  if  I  thought  there  was  any  chance  of  his  an- 
Doying  her.” 

“.There  is  not  the  least,  for  Mr.  Cook  will  look  after  all  our  inter¬ 
ests.  Now  get  your  dinner,  pack  up  all  your  duds  and  come  over  to 
my  house,  and  then  some  time  we  will  try  and  fiud  my  boat,  and  if 
the  Warner  does  not  come  after  us  we  will  go  after  her.” 

The  cold  weather  came  on  again,  however,  in  the  afternoon,  and 
Louis  remained  over  night  with  his  friends,  and,  indeed,  for  several 
days,  but  as  there  was  much  to  talk  about  the  lime  passed  ofl  most 
■  agreeably,  and  one  hardly  seemed  to  notice  its  flight. 

At  last,  however,  preparations  were  made  to  remove  to  the  other 
cave,  and  after  gathering  all  their  household  goods  into  bundles, 
giving  each  man  ODe,  they  all  set  out,  Louis  leading  the  way. 

CHAPTER  XXX I Y. 

LITTLE  DOUBLEQUICK’S  SHIP  COMES  IN. 

The  cliff  could  be  seen,  however,  and  that  was  guide  enough  when 
it  came  into  view,  Louis  hailing  it  with  a  joyful  shout. 

When  they  had  entered,  a  rousing  tire  was  made,  a  hearty  supper 
partaken  of,  and  then  all  hands  indulged  in  a  good  smoke  at  their 
young  host’s  invitation,  the  rest  of  the  night  being  spent  in  story¬ 
telling,  song-singing  and  general  rejoicing,  such  as  probably  had 
never  "been  seen  before  in  these  out-of-the-way  regions. 

Poor  Mr.  Binnacle  made  several  attempts  to  relate  his  thrilling 
Story  of  the  young  woman  on  the  China  tea  clipper  with  new  and 
startling  modifications,  but  he  never  succeeded  in  getting  out  more 
than  half  a  dozen  sentences  before  he  was  interrupted,  and  at  last 
he  became  disgusted,  and  rolling  himself  up  in  a  sealskin  blanket  in 
front  of  the  fire,  went  to  sleep. 

At  last,  when  morning  dawned,  the  merry-makers  turned  in,  and 
slept  until  noon,  affer  which  they  had  breakfast,  and  Doublequick 
made  an  excursion  of  several  miles,  seeing  nothing,  however,  to  at¬ 
tract  any  particular  attention. 

The  time  of  their  deliverance  was  near  at  hand  now,  however, 
though  they  knew  it  not,  and  the  heroic  efforts  of  Louis  Gilbert  in 
eearch  of  his  brother  were  to  lie  crowned  with  glad  fruition. 

The  cold  was  more  intense  than  ever,  and  one  would  never  have  sup¬ 
posed  that  the  season  was  almost  at  an  end,  but  such  was  the  case, 
and  the  ice  which  had  so  long  surrounded  them  would  quickly  be 
broken  op  aa  though  by  an  earthquake,  and  the  waters,  once  more 
set  free,  would  glisten  and  sparkle  as  before.- 

Two  or  three  weeks  passed  away,  the  castaways  spending  their 
*ime  in  various  ways,  the  brothers  finding  increased  pleasure  in  one 
a  Mother’s  company,  and  old  Binnacle  becoming  more  and  more  at- 
l,  vched  to  Looi3  every  day,  declaring  that  the  account  of  his  udven- 
t  ares  ad  never  been  beaten  by  anything  except  his  own,  which,  of 
coarse,  no  one  disputed. 

Spank  had  known  Louis  before,  and  had  always  thought  him  a 
bright,  clever  boy,  but  now  be  declared  that  there  was  none  such  in 
the  whole  world,  and  that  even  his  old  friend  Doublequick  would 
have  to  look  ont  or  his  younger  brother  would  beat  him  all  hollow. 

Tney  all  wondered  at  the  intense  cold,  but  one  morning  the  break¬ 


up  came,  and,  as  if  by  magic,  the  whole  appearance  of  things  was 
changed. 

Binnacle  was  engaged  in  telliug  a  yarn,  and  was  in  the  very  act  of 
rushing  to  the  rescue  of  that  everlasting  young  woman,  wiio  was 
confined  in  the  cabin  of  a  burning  ship,  when  there  came  a  series  of 
sharp  reports,  one  after  the  other,  which  caused  every  man  to  spring 
to  his  feet. 

They  all  ran  outside,  and  rushing  to  a  place  whence  they  could 
behold  the  frozen  sea,  beheld  a  grand  and  terrible  sight. 

The  ice  was  cracking  and  splitting  in  every  direction,  the  huge 
masses  being  piled  one  on  another,  the  water  spouting  up  in  hun- 
ureds  of  places,  and  everywhere  a  hissing,  grinding,  crackling  noise 
which  was  fairly  deafening. 

The  great  cakes  rolled  over  and  over,  the  water  rushing  in  a  perfect 
flood  amongst  them,  so  that  in  an  incredibly  short  time  ihe  outline 
of  the  coast  could  be  seec,  ragged  and  indented  by  little  bays  here 
and  there,  the  great  body  of  the  ocean  being  seen  outside,  heaving 
and  tossing  in  tiie  sunlight. 

The  castaways  stood  and  watched  the  breaking  up  for  an  hour,  the 
entire  aspect  of  the  scene  being  changed  at  that  time,  and  tilings 
looking  more  as  they  had  done  when  Doublequick  and  his  friends 
first  landed. 

The  snow  began  sliding  from  the  cliffs  in  great  masses,  falling  into 
the  water  with  a  great  splash,  while  every  now  and  then  the  ice  in 
some  hitherto  undisturbed  ppol  would  break  up  and  pile  itself  into  a 
glittering  heap,  only  to  be  undermined  and  carried  away  by  the  rush¬ 
ing  waters. 

Surging  and  hissing,  boiling  and  bubbling,  the  wall  of  water  swept 
onward  with  irresistible  force,  and  in  an  hour  tiie  sea  was  filled  with 
floating  ice  which  was  carried  out  into  the  wide  expanse  of  ocean, 
glittering  in  the  sunlight. 

That  night  was  cold,  and  though  nothing  froze  very  solid,  the 
thawing  was  stopped  for  the  time  being,  to  be  resumed  with  the  ap¬ 
pearance  of  the  sun  the  next  morning. 

The  air  was  really  delightfully  warm,  and  when  the  snow  left  the 
ground  in  front  of  the  cave,  Doublequick  found  several  blades  of  grass 
cropping  up  from  the  scanty  soil  and  between  the  crevices  of  the 
rocks. 

The  water  glistened  and  sparkled,  the  snow  melted  rapidly  except 
in  protected  spots,  the  black  locks  lay  bare  and  barren  in  the  sun, 
birds  appeared  from  some  uuknown  quarter,  seals  suddenly  sported 
in  the  bay,  fishes  leaped  out  of  water,  vegetation  sprang  up  on  every 
hand,  and,  as  if  touched  by  the  wand  of  a  magician,  the  whole  land¬ 
scape  was  wonderfully  changed  in  but  a  few  short  hours. 

“  We  must  find  the  boat  I  left  behind  me,”  said  Louis,  “  and  see 
what  we  can  do  with  it.  1  secured  it  iu  between  two  rocks,  and  no 
doubt  it  is  safe.” 

“  I  am  afraid  not,”  said  Spank.  “  If  you  bad  covered  it  over  with 
the  sail  and  secured  it  firmly,  we  should  probably  find  it  in  good  con¬ 
dition,  but  even  if  we  should  find  it — which  I  doubt — I  am  afraid  it 
will  not  be  good  for  much.  You  have  done  nobly,  as  it  is,  Louis, 
and  but  few  could  have  done  so  well,  so  don’t  blame  yourself  for  not 
having  thought  of  everything.” 

“  Had  wh  not  better  go  and  look  for  it,  anyhow?” 

“  Perhaps  so,”  said  Doublequick.  “  But  I  wouldn’t  at  present. 
Wait  till  morning.” 

Iu  the  morning  they  all  went  out  and  climbed  up  to  the  top  ol  the 
cliff'  overlooking  the  sea. 

As  they  reached  this  eminence  the  sun  suddenly  burst  from  a  bank 
of  clouds  which  had  obscured  it  at  its  rising,  and  a  glad  sight  was 
sevealed  to  the  four  friends,  and  one  which  nearly  overwhelmed  them 
with  joyful  emotions. 

There  in  the  bay,  just  coming  around  an  ice-covered  peak,  was  a 
ship  in  full  sail,  heading  directly  towards  them. 

They  shouted  and  clapped  their  hands,  and  in  a  few  moments  a 
signal  was  fired  from  the  vessel’s  bow,  showing  them  that  they  had 
been  seen. 

“  It  is  the  Warner!”  shouted  Louis.  “  Hurrah,  boys!  I  knew  she 
would  come.  God  bless  her  for  it!” 

“  Aud  God  bless  you,  my  brother,  for  the  kindly  spirit  which  con¬ 
ceived  the  idea  of  coming  to  our  assistance,”  said  Doublequick, 
gravely.  “Iam  proud  to  have  such  a  brother.” 

“  You  know  that  I  would  do  anything  for  you,  Fred,  no  matter 
what  it  cost,  I  do  not  think  of  that,  but  only  of  you.  I  promised 
mother  I  would  bring  you  back,  and  I  shall.” 

By  this  time  a  boat  had  been  lowered  from  the  ship,  which  was  in¬ 
deed  the  Warner,  as  Louis  had  said,  and  the  whole  party  ran  down 
to  the  little  beacli  to  meet  the  men  when  they  should  land. 

The  captain  was  the  first  to  leave  the  boat,  and  Louis,  running  np 
to  him,  caught  him  by  the  hand,  and  cried  joyfully: 

“  I  got  here  first,  sir!  This  is  my  brother,  Doublequick,  and  these 
are  his  friends.” 

“  Is  this  all?”  said  the  captain, 

“  Yes,  the  others  are  dead.” 

“  I  am  glad  that  so  many  are  alive;  but  I  tell  you  what,  my  boy,  I 
never  expected  to  see  you  atrain.  I  found  the  boat  the  other  day 
and  thought  that  you  must  have  perished,  as  it  was  bottom  up  and 
bauly  stove,  the  mast  broken  off  short  and  the  oars  gone.” 

“  I’ll  tell  you  all  about  it  some  day.  Come  and  see  where  we  live.” 

The  captain  accompained  the  boy  to  the  cave,  and  Louis  gave  him 
a  brief  account  of  how  he  had  found  it  and  the  odd  mauner  in  which 
lie  had  run  across  Doublequick. 

“  I’ve  got  news  to  tell  you,  also,  my  boy,”  the  skipper  said. 

“  Portuguese  John  lias - ” 
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“  It  was  he  that  pushed  me  overboard.  When  I  fell  I  caught 
something  in  my  hand  which  I  have  kept  ever  since  and  showed  to 
nobody.  Here  it  is.” 

Louis  then  put  his  hand  into  his  breast  and  drew  out  a  folded 
handkerchief,  which  he  opened  and  disclosed  to  view  a  little  gold  eur- 
rin tr* 

knew  when  I  found  that  in  my  hand,”  he  said,  “  that  he  was 
the  man,  and  I  determined  to  save  it,  and  if  I  ever  met  the  rascal, 
charge  him  to  his  face  with  the  crime.” 

“  You  are  too  late,  my  boy,  for  he  is  dead!” 

CHAPTER  XXXV. 

“all’s  well  that  ends  well.” 

“  Dead?”  repeated  Louis. 

“  Ay,  my  lad,  dead.  It  seems  that  young  Jack  Homer  saw  the 
crime  committed,  though  the  Portuguese  knew  it  not.  Though  a  bad 
boy,  Jack  was  horritied  at  the  affair,  which  preyed  upon  him  so  that 
he  was  taken  sick  with  a  fever. 

“  We  all  thought  that  he  was  going  to  die,  and  when  he  was  the 
weakest  he  called  me  to  him  and  told  me  that  he  had  seen  John 
throw  you  overboard;  that  you  had  fallen  into  the  boat,  which  the 
Portuguese  had  immediately  cut  adrift. 

“  He  said  he  had  done  you  many  wrongs,  and  that  his  father  had 
made  him  stow  away  on  the  ship  so  that  lie  could  watch  John  and 
see  that  the  latter  carried  out  his  bargain,  which  was  no  less  than 
an  agreement  to  kill  you,  old  Horner  having  paid  him  a  large  sum 
to  do  it. 

“  He  it  was,  he  said,  that  had  robbed  your  house  and  Mr.  Warner’s, 
stealing  your  hat  and  leaving  it  in  the  ship-owner’s  house,  that  sus¬ 
picion  might  be  directed  against  you. 

“  His  father  had  slipped  Mr.  Warner’s  pocket-book,  which  Jack 
had  stolen,  into  the  pocket  of  your  overcoat,  which  was  hanging 
over  a  chair,  while  you  were  picking  some  papers  oil  the  ground  out¬ 
side  the  window. 

“  Both  Jaciv  and  his  father  were  in  the  plot  against  you,  and  Hor¬ 
ner  is  a  bigger  villain  than  any  of  us  ever  supposed,  though  we 
always  said  that  the  devil  was  sitting  on  his  shoulders. 

“  Jack  expected  to  die,  and  so  told  the  truth,  and  on  the  strength 
of  his  story  I  had  John  put  iu  irons  and  charged  him  with  having 
attempted  to  murder  you. 

“  He  swore  like  a  pirate,  and  denied  having  committed  any 
wrong;  but  when  I  had  him  taken  before  Jack,  and  the  boy  solemnly 
charged  him  with  the  awful  crime,  he  weakened. 

“  He  was  game,  though,  for  he  split  on  old  Horner,  and  said  he 
hoped  the  old  shark  would  swing  for  his  villainies,  though  as  for 
himself,  he  would  never  go  to  the  gallows. 

“  He  was  right  there,  though  I  won’t  say  where  he  has  gone,  the 
name  of  the  place  not  being  a  word  for  polite  ears;  but  anyhow,  he 
stuck  a  knife  into  himself,  and  we  buried  him  at  sea  with  as  little 
honor  as  possible,  though  we  had  to  give  him  a  decent  burial  for  the 
ship’s  sake.” 

^  “  And  Jack - ” 

“  Didn’t  die,  and  is  another  boy  entirely.  He  is  changed  as  com¬ 
pletely  as  a  nigger  would  be  if  he  should  turn  white.  He’s  respectful 
and  attentive,  minds  his  own  business,  never  swears  nor  whines,  and 
will  make  a  good  sailor  and  a  decent  man  if  you  only  keep  him  away 
from  his  father.” 

“  I  am  glad  to  hear  that,  and  I  hope  we  may  be  able  to  keep  him 
away  from  the  old  hypocrite.  For  Jack’s  sake  I  will  not  expose  the 
old  reprobate,  but  just  let  him  understand  that  the  sooner  he  leaves 
New  Bedford  the  better  it  will  be  for  him.” 

“  Come  aboard,  my  lad,  you  and  all  your  friends.  Leave  your  cave 
for  some  other  unfortunate  fellows  that  may  need  it,  and  make  your 
home  once  more  with  us.  Bill  Binnacle,  you  old  sea-porcupine,  give 
us  your  hand.  I’ll  bet  that  you’ll  have  something  to  say  about  this 
strange  life  of  yours  when  you  get  home.” 

“  Well,  it  was  pretty  hard,  but  nothing  like  the  sort  o’  thing  I  had 
to  go  through  with  when  I  was  connected  with  the - ” 

“  Tea  trade,”  said  Spank.  “  But  I  say,  captain,  don’t  start  Mr. 
Binnacle  on  any  of  his  stories  until  we  get  aboard,  or  we’ll  have  to 
stay  here  another  winter.” 

All  hands  then  embarked,  and  in  a  few  minutes  the  good  ship  War¬ 
ner  was  headed  for  home,  the  men  giving  a  rousing  cheer  for  Double- 
quick,  Louis  and  their  friends,  Jack  Horner  leading  the  demonstration 
with  all  his  might. 

Then  he  went  up  to  Louis,  and  oflering  his  hand,  asked  to  be  for¬ 
given  for  all  the  injury  he  had  done  him  in  times  past,  and  begged 
to  be  considered  as  a  friend. 

“Jack  Horner,”  said  Louis,  heartily,  “I  never  refuse  to  shake 
hands  with  an  honest  lad  or  one  that  tries  to  do  right.  I  am  glad  to 
see  a  change  for  the  better  in  you.  Count  me  as  one  of  your  strong¬ 
est  friends,  and  let  the  past  be  forgotten.” 

Jack  was  deeply  touched,  and  this  little  attention  went  far  to 
strengthen  the  good  resolutions  he  had  already  formed,  and  which 
so  far  he  had  succeeded  very  well  in  keeping. 

We  will  not  describe  the  homeward  voyage  of  the  Warner,  merely 
stating  that  very  late  in  the  fall  the  good  people  of  New  Bedford  were 
electrified  by  hearing  of  her  arrival  with  Louis  Gilbert  and  three  of 
the  castaways  aboard. 

A  few  weeks  later  the  Skipper’s  Bride  came  in  also,  and  honest 
Captain  Merri weather  was  astonished  beyond  measure  at  meeting 
the  castaways,  having  not  the  slightest  doubt  that  they  were  lon^ 
since  dead. 

Old  Horner  was  in  New  Bedford  when  the  Warner  arrived;  but  he 


ouicklv  disappeared  after  hearing  the  news,  for  some  of  the  sailor* 
were  not  as  discreet  as  Jack  and  Louis,  and  the  s  ory  quickly  j>ot 
around  town  that  he  had  hired  Portuguese  John  to  kill  the  brother  0f 

D°He was'found  several  days  afterward  in  the  loft  of  his  store  hang. 
in<*  by  the  neck  to  one  of  the  rufLers,  having  closed,  with  the  death  of 
a  coward,  the  life  of  a  sneak  aud  hypocrite. 

Tack  found  the  stolen  documents  among  his  papers  and  returned 
them  to  Doublequick,  tbe  latter  giving  La  wyer  Cook  the  balance  tbai 

lie  bad  paid  upon  the  bouse. 

Jack  did  not  go  back  upon  bis  good  resolutions,  and  he  is  now  the 
second  mate  of  the  whaling  ship  T.  A.  Warner  of  winch  DoubleqUjck 
himself  is  the  captain,  and  remains,  as  of  old,  t.ie  wonder  of  t|ie 
whalers,  never  returning  without  considerably  increasing  the  wealth 
of  both  Mr.  Warner  and  himself. 

None  of  his  sailors  ever  run  away  in  foreign  ports,  and  he  never  has 
any  need  of  taking  any  but  first-class  men,  who  understand  their  bu8. 
iness  aud  are  too  sharp  for  the  sharks,  whom  our  hero  never  patron¬ 
izes  having  no  dealings  with  any  other  than  honest  meu. 


i“o,  11  cl  V  1 11  H  vlvUl  ill  '*  *  w  J  . 

Mr.  Warner  has  been  in  the  State  Legislature  for  several  terms,  and 
is  now  a  member  of  Congress  from  the  Bay  State,  doing  his  duty 
conscientiously  and  well,  there  being  every  chance  that  he  will  he 
bis  own  successor  when  iiis  time  expires. 


lo  U  11  OULLOOOVl  v  ’'“r  - - - 

Mrs.  Gilbert  is  still  alive,  and  lives  with  Louis,  who,  by  the  way,  i8 
married  to  Dora  Warner,  and  both  are  as  happy  as  can  be. 


I  ell  l  1CU  l \J  1/UI  <1*  VI  kivjt  f  - - - r  • 

Old  Binnacle  has  given  up  the  sea,  and  occasionally  lie  may  be  found 
in  tbe  Sailors’  Home,  where  he  delights  in  telling  remarkable  tough 
yarns  to  all  who  will  listen. 


ItL  113  IU  ail  VYliV  will 

In  connection  with  this  well-known  characteristic  of  the  old  man’s, 
we  will  relate  one  last  incident  concerning  him  and  then  bring  this 


story  to  a  close. 

It  was  at  Louis’  wedding,  and  Binnacle,  Spank,  Doublequick,  and 
a  number  of  friends  of  the  groom  were  talking  together  in  an  ante- 


/-vf  nlonro n t  mnncimi  nf  Mr  W ‘irnpr 


ance  of  the  ceremony. 

Tne  old  codger  thought  this  was  a  good  opportunity  to  tell  one  of 
his  stories,  and  so,  gathering  his  intimates  around  him,  he  began  iu 
fine  style. 

“  I  remember  myself,  once,”  he  said,  “  when  I  felt  as  ticklish  and 
as  happy  as  little  Doublequick  Himself  is  to-night;  and  I  guess  I’ve  got 
time  to  tell  it  to  ye. 

“  It  happened  in  the  Indian  Ocean,  just  about  the  time  of  the  Sepoy 
revolt,  aud  the  British  cruisers  was  a  runnin’  back’ard  and  for’ard, 
makin’  lots  o’  fuss,  and  botherin’  honest  traders  like  the  deuce.  Old 
Sam  Starboard  could  tell  you  the  same  if  be  was  here.” 

“  Do  you  know  this  old  gentleman?”  asked  Spank,  suddenly  pre¬ 
senting  a  bronzed  and  weather-beaten  specimen  of  humanity  to  Bin¬ 
nacle’s  astonished  gaze. 

“  Well,  I’ll  be  swamped!”  ejaculated  the  old  mate;  “  are  you  alive 
yet,  Sam  Starboard?” 

“  Yes,  you  old  red-head,  I  am.”  roared  the  other.  “  Are  you 
goin'  around  yet  tellin’  them  awful  lies^of  yours,  and  sayin’  that  if  I 
was  around  you  could  prove  ’em?  William  Binnacle,  don’t  do  it  any 
more,  leastwise  not  when  I’m  around.” 

“  Oh,  let  him  finish  this  one,  Mr.  Starboard,”  said  Spank,  with 
a  langb,  “  as  this  is  a  particular  occasion  and  don’t  happen  very 
often.  Go  ahead,  old  Toplight,  and  tell  us  at  last  what  finally  be¬ 
came  of  that  poor  young  woman  of  whom  we  have  all  heard  so 
much.” 

“  That’s  just  what  I  was  going  to  do,”  said  the  old  fellow,  who 
looked  like  a  fish  out  of  water  in  his  dress-coat  and  white  gloves,  not 
half  big  enough  for  him,  “  but  fust  I  must  tell  you  bow  she  got  out 
o’  this  scrape  with  the  earthquake.” 

“  Earthquake?”  said  Spank,  “  I  thought  it  was  an  English 
cruiser.” 


**  iNo,  sir;  il  was  an  eartuquaKe,  ana  tne  tidal  waves  was  so  high 
that  mv  clipper  was  washed  clean  up  to  the  top  of  the  highest  hill  iu 
Hong  Kong. 

“  Foitinintly  the  hill  was  shook  so  bad  that  we  was  carried  back 
again  into  the  sea,  but  the  young  woman  came  near  having  a  bad  ac¬ 
cident. 

“  When  we  struck  the  hill  they  was  a  pagoda  made  of  china  right 
on  top  of  it,  and  they  was  lots  o’  windows  with  little  bells  hangin’  all 
around  ’em  jinglin’  and  clatterin’  like  mad. 

“  The  clipper  landed  right  alongside  o’  this  pagoda,  and  the  young 
woman  stuck  her  head  into  one  o*  the  winders  to  see  what  it/  was 
like  inside. 

“  She  iiad  no  more  than  got  it  in  and  begun  to  look  about  when 
we  commenced  slidin’  back  ag’in,  and  I  seed  that  if  somethin’  wasn’t 
done  she  would  be  left  behind  hanging  by  the  neck  to  the  top  story 
of  a  China  pagoda,  or  else  have  her  bead  taken  clean  off. 

“But  old  Binnacle  was  ekil  to  the  occasion,  and  lookin’  around  I 
suddenly  grabbed  up  a - ” 

ktep  inside,  gentlemen,”  said  an  usher;  “  the  bridal  party  is  en-^ 
tering  the  drawing-room.”  1  3 

ho?1!6  i:,8I)'rinS  strains  of  the  wedding  march  were  played  by  the  full 
pv'rih1]6^  W!l8  a  rustle  of  excitement  throughout  the  room,  an? 

to  be  made'one.611  f°rWard  t0  get  11  ,ook  at  U,e  happy  couple  so  sool 

he?ni^iCm  mnJtff  •S°°S  S  8i^ht  518  any  one,  but  those  nearest  him 
"i,  hi  utter  in  a  half-audible  tono  tbe  old  complaint: 

the  Crisis!”  S°0(1  8t0ry  g0ne  t0  thundGr>  and  Just  a8  1  «Tas  gettin’  to 

[THE  END.] 


1  i  . .  !  . 
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